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Of  Sacred  Song. 

f0ii:  l|i  Mje  0f  MlBEil^  m\ 


By    T.    C.    O'KANE,   author  of  "  fresh  leaves,"  etc. 

~-»c>-^^^^l^-or 

37  Union  Sguare,  Broadway,  J^'ew  York. 

HITCHCOCK:  &  •w.A.XjiDEisr, 

Cincinnati,  Chicago,  and  Si.  Louis. 


^ 


¥^li 


TO 


-$-* 


:ase  mmAm  this  ^a^e- 


"There  is  not  a  Dew-Drop  on  the  flower 
But  bears  the  impress,  Lord,  of  Thee." 


Wp)T  has  been  my  aim  to  have  iAe  same  true  of  every  "  Dew-Drop  "  in  this  collection,  and  I  have  endeavored  to  secure 
5?r  this  spirituality,  without  any  sacrifice  of  poetic  diction,  both  in  the  hymns  written  especially  for  this  book,  and  in 
^^  those  which,  though  published  before,  are  comparatively  new. 

The  many  tunes,  entirely  ne^v,  and  a  few  choice  selections,  not  as  well  known  as  they  deserve  to  be,  will  be  found 
to  possess  the  true  "musical  ring" — devotional,  without  being  prosy;  spirited,  without  being  trifling,  and  having 
throughout  a  due  regard  to  the  established  rules  of  Musical  Composition. 

•'Every  Song  a  Gem," 

Can  most  truly  be  said  of  these  "Dew-Drops  of  Sacred  Song,"  gathered  from  various  sources. 

No  apology  is  necessary  for  drawing  largely  (as  I  have  done)  on  the  grand  Old  Hymns,  wnich  for  years  nave 
been  the  lyrical  heritage  of  the  Church;  nor  for  inserting  several  Old  Tunes  which  will  always  be  used,  and  are 
dear  to  every   "  Lover  of  the  Lord,"  from  their  hallowed  associations. 

Leaders  of  singing  in  Sabbath-school  will  find  it  to  add  much  to  the  interest  and  profit  of  the  School,  to  sing  at 
each  session,  at  least,  one  selection  from  these  Old  Hymns  and  Tunes,  besides,  in  this  way,  gradually  preparing  the 
school  for  singing   "  in  the  great  congregation." 

Infant  Class  Teachers  will  find  herein  many  "Dew-Drops"  especially  ad; pted  to  their  important  depart- 
ment of  the  Sabbath-school. 

Now  while 

"  Dew-Drops  birds,  and  bees,  and  all 
Ahke  proclaim  him  King  of  Kings," 

Let  us  do  the  same,  yea  more;  for  while  they  praise  him  only  as  Creator  and  King,  we  can  praise  him,  also,  as  our 
Redeemer — we  can  sing  not  only  of  Creation,  but,  also,    "the  song  of  Redemption." 

For  many  of  these  sparkling  "  Dew-Drops,"  I  tender  my  thanks  to  the  following  Authors  and  Publishers  : 
Philip  Phillips,  H.  D.  Munson,  S.  J.  Vail,  T.  E.  Perkins,  Asa  Hull,  H.  R.  Palmer,  Revs.  A.  J.  Fish  and  L.  Hall, 
J.  C.  Garrigues  &  Co.,  and  others  whose  names  or  initials  appear  with  the  words  or  music. 

T.    C.    O'KANE. 

Entered,  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1870,  by  Philip  Phillips,  in  tlie  OfSce  of  the  tibrarian  of  Congress,  Washington. 


"God  is  eyer  Good." 


Arranged  from  the  German. 


1.  See  the  shining  dew-drops,  On  the  flowers  strewed,  Proving  as  they  sparkle,  "God  is    ev  -  er     good." 

2.  See  the  morning  sunbeams  Lighting  up  tlie  wood,   Si  -  lent-ly  proclaiming,  "Ood  is    ev  -  er     good." 

II         III  •*••■  ^        ^  i^  ]  *■ 


Chorus. 


-*- 


' 1. 


^ 


==:fz:ti::z'=fe«:l 
» — »—\ — •  — ' 0- 

Praise  your  great  Creator, 


-sz:;if^*-Ei-ii«7£*3:i^-j:?z»: 


#  5- 


ij«. 


•-^ 


Repeat  softly. 


-^ — '-.i-F ^ — vF-' — ■"'tt-I  F 


All  on  land  and    sea;    Oh,  my  soul,  now  praise  him,  God  is  good  to  thee! 


l—JT t U _ LL—I Lji ^p p S_L(_IZi: tZ_ti_i v^-LS-  ?-  S It 


3  Hear  the  monntalu  streamlet, 
Iti  the  solitude. 
With  iUs  ripple  saying, 
''God  is  ever  good." 


4  In  tTife  i«>afy  tree-tops, 

Where  no  fears  intrude. 
Merry  birds  are  singing, 
"Ood  is  ever  good. 


5  Bring  my  heart  thy  tribute. 
Songs  of  gratitude. 
While  all  nature  utters, 
"  God  is  ever  good," 


Words  by  KENNADAT 

I. 3: — « — L^_    — 0 ^ 0 — L« — __€. 


Sabbath  Home. 


O'KANE. 


Jtll 

-0 


1.  Sweet  Sab-bath-scliool,  place  dear  to 


II    •  I    I 

1 « 5 — L^ 0 0. 


me,  Where'er  through  life      I  roam, 

rz  ^  ^ 

't> 0 — r» 1 *ZZ' 


Chonts  to  each  qf  first  three  ttanzas 


HI 


"-"^f 


i^Sis, 


turn  to  thee,  My  childhood's  Sabbath  home.  Sabbath  home,  Blessed  home.  Sabbatli 

Sabbath  home,  Blessed  home. 


-0 — pf — I F »— r© — rrss r^ 


For  last  verse, 

J 


'^-^ 


-Mv  heart  now  often  turns  to  thee,  My  heavenly  Sab-bath  home. 

^  .^-^ . L 


home.  Blessed  home.  My  heart  will  often  turn  to  thee.  My  childhood's  Sabbath  home 

Saobath  home.  Blessed  home, 

„    -^  .                                      '•0-'-^-^*--0-,'^-^-^                                             -^  ^-'  -^     •»  , 
4t>i;_-<-» •-V-S — rO-i ■ \ r»^  •-•—!• — ' r* — • • — *— r#— r — 1 1 r©-* — 1 


:U=i^z=t- 


-^—r 


rj^.±:±i:     ^.    s^^  ♦St-  . 

-i — ^ — Li ^—'r — < — h' — • — * — »— h^— ^ — ff-'—^ — h- -l-i- 


FoB  LAST  VERSE.— My  heart  now  often  turns  to  thee,  My  heavenly  Sab-bath  home. 


2  Within  thy  courts  of  Him  I  're  heard 
"Whoso  birth  the  ivngels  Bunjr, 

When  o'er  the  shophcriis,  filled  with  fear, 
The  star  of  glory  hung. 


3  0  holy  place,  where  first  we  shed 

The  penitential  tear. 
Where  youthful  steps  are  taught  to  tread 

In  paths  of  peace  and  prayer. 


4  When  all  our  wand'rinRs  here  shall  coase, 

And  cares  of  life  shall  end, 
In  God's  oternal  Sabbatli  place, 

May  wo  our  anthems  blond. 


From  the  Standard  Singer. 


The  Beautiful  Stream. 


PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


hast  thou  ne'er  heard  of  the  beautiful  stream,  That  flows  thro' our  father's  laud?  Its  waters  are  bright,  in  th 

C/ioriw. 

-L i y — I 1 J — I — I 1^^ 1 1 1 1 — I ! — ' pf , 1 1 1 ■ i 


heav-en-ly  light,  And  rip-pie  o'er  gold  -  en     sand. 


-c — ^ — ^. 


— /=- 


fei3 


-I — I— f-e-^Hs- 


Seek  now  that  beautiful    stream,  Seek 

Oh,  seek  now  that  beautiful 


J-d^:^^^JiJ:^ 


Jijz:J-J-^:=:^rfTzi=jii-^,=^i|-J=:]=:;=::^:ttitz:q:=fr 
%\-i — i— :;— ^ — d-H — '— ' ' — :4h— *— *— ^-=-#-»4si-.-® — F|- 


now  that  beautiful  stream,  Its  waters  so  free,  are  flowing  for  thee.  Oh,  seek  then  that  beautiful  stream, 

stream,         Seek  now  that  beautiful  stream,  so  free,  are  flowing  for  thee.  Oh,  seek  then  that  beautiful  stream. 


-h;f"-«-*-^- 


gpggg3g|E£Ecgg|;==;E5=|jE^ 


-^T^- 


-»—» — a — t — o\g>--  G — I 

-P^^-- — — JG^-G 


2  Its  virtues  endure,  and  its  waters,  so  pure, 

Are  sweet  to  the  weary  soul ; 
It  flows  from  the  throne  of  Jehovah  alone  ! 
Come,  drink  where  its  bright  wa\  es  roll. 

3  This  beautiful  stream  is  "  tne  river  of  life," 

It  flows  for  all  nations  free; 


to- 

A  balm  for  each  wound  in  its  waters  is  found  ; 
Oh,  sinner,  it  flows  for  thee. 

Oh,  wilt  thou  not  drink  of  this  beautiful  stream. 

And  dwell  on  its  peaceful  shore? 
The  Spirit  says,  "  Come  all  ye  weaiy  ones  home, 

And  wander  in  sin  no  more." 


Words  by  Rev.  L.  HALL. 


What  can  I  do  without  Jesus? 


T.  C.  O'K. 


The  following  lines  were  suggested  by  tlie  dying  language  of  Mrs.  Kmily  L.  FnEiSN'En.     After  partaking  of  the  holy  communio-n, 
the  looked  around  upon  her  family  and  friends,  and  said:  "  What  can  1  do  now  without  Jesus?  " 

oil  S"^S  ^S'^SK 

f^-8- — -^F* — «— H- -^-^ — I— P#-;-« — 3— h*- 1 -S— *—  «-.-0—0~\-0- . -0—0  —h0-i—M—0—^~.  -a  — * — f 


1."  What  can   I   do  with-out    Je  -  sns,"  When  full  of  life's  burdens  and  care?  His  love  and  protec-tion  so 

2.  "Wliatcan    I    do  with-out    Je  -  sus,"  When  sorrows  unbid-den   a  -  rise?    Oh,  then  I  am  filled  with  deep 

3.  "  What  can    I    do  with-out    Je  -  sus,"  When  Satan  comes  in  like  a  flood— o'erwhelming  my  soul  with  dread 


^'  ^    JL 


f^-«-.t- 


^s_\ J 


(^  Chorus. 
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prec-ious,  I'll  seek  ev-ery  mo-ment  to  share, 
sad  -  ness.  As  on  -  ward  I  press  to  the  skies, 
an-guish,    To  draw     me     a  -  way  from  my  God? 


Oh,  yes,     I  '11  now  cling     to     Je  -  sus— To 
Oh,  yes,  etc. 
Oh,  yes,  etc. 


Jiff 1 1 ^— r» • — • — ■ ^r—V*    — • — -r-»— hb ^j — b — i b— r»-; — b — "W — 


Jesus  I  '11  cling  and  be  saved ;  I  '11  follow  bis  footsteps  with  gladness.  Till  I  see  him  in  glory  ar  -  rayed 


-^'^  —  0—0 0—0 — ^- 


»-^=t=rt=:r~tz:f-*=; 


with  gladness.  Till  I  see  him  in  glory  ar  -  rayed. 
-       m.-^  -^  -f^     -^  -^  -^    g    ^   -0-      gTh 

•=r?:.:^-^=S=ct=r-r=Jz:#r:t=:r?T:?=:rr 
W— ' — ■ ■-  k* — / — ^ — ^ — </ — > — ^0--0    .  "■ 


4  "  What  can  I  do  without  Jesus," 

Wlien  sickness  and  pain  are  severe, 
And  eartli  can  no  comfort  afford  me? 
Oh,  tlieu  may  my  Savior  be  near. 


I  "  What  can  I  do  without  Jesus," 

When  nearing  the  dark,  chilly  wave? 
Alone  I  must  pass  through  the  shadow, 
If  none  can  be  near  me  to  save. 


Work!  work  to-day. 


:^-*-r:??r=N 


-I- 


-K— K— K- 


"  Go  work  to-day  in  my  vineyard."       Words  and  Music  by  T.  C.  O'K.VNE. 

-_ \^--\ — I s, — I — — I — -- — g — J — u« — ^ 1 — a — I — -, — — ■ — I 

—    —  ^g-g— P*— S— i^=F,»-»^-al— i-+5  — t 

/  t 

1.  In  his  vineyard  Christ,  the  Lord,  Bids  you  work  witliout  delay, 

8ure  and  ample  your  reward ;  Work !  work  to-day, 

^    .M.      .M.    JL  *  '     N      S 


"  ly, 
I  and 


-^—v- 


lie/rain. 

Work,  tlien,  for  Jesus, 


._j__>__ 


r  Jesus,  Work !  work  to-day. 

^^-r--^  ^        ^       ^    ^  ^  ^        ^        ^  i     ,  > 
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2  Lo,  the  grain  is  rip'nins  fast ! 

Now  the  MiiBtcr's  call  obey, 
In  tln^  Gospel  Sickle  cast ; 
Work  !  work  to-day. 

3  Few  the  lab'rers  in  the  ?and, 

Ijinger  not  in  all  the  way. 
Come  and  join  the  Reaping  Band  ; 
Work !  work  to-day. 


^        -^        y 

4  Swift  your  hours  arc  passing  by, 
Nor  will,  at  your  bidding,  stay  : 
Garner  mow  the  grain  on  high  : 
Work !  work  to-day. 
6  Souls  are  seeking  heavenly  food  : 

Haste  to  helji  them  while  you  may, 
Do  them  raore  thau  earthly  good  ; 
Work  !  work  to-day. 

Buy  the  truth  and  sell  it  not. 


6  Not  unaided  will  you  go. 
While  you  labor  ;  if  you  pray, 

Jesus  will  hia  help  bestow  ; 
Work  !  work  to-day. 

7  Soon  the  Ilarvest  King  will  come. 
And  his  lab'rers  call  away 

Up  to  heaven,  their  "  Harvest  Home. 
Work  !  watch,  and  pray. 


1.  Go  thou  In  life's  fair  morning,      Go  in  the  bloom  of  youth.  And  buy  for  thine  adorning      The  prerious  pearl  of  truth. 

2.  Sell  all  thou  hast  and  buy  it,  'Tis  worth  all  earthly  things — Kubies,  and  gold,  and  diamonds.  Scepters  and  crowns  of  kings. 

3.  Secure  this  heav'nly  treasure,    And  bind  it  on  thy  heart,  And  let  not  worldly  pleasure  Ere  cause  it  to    de-part  . 

4.  Go     geek  thy  great  Crea-tor,      Learn  ear-ly    to   be  wise  :       Go  place  upon    bis    al  -  tar        A  morn-ing  sac  -  ri-lice  • 


From  the  Standard  Singer. 


A  Soldier  of  the  Cross. 


S.  J.  VAIL. 


-«— «— ^-v — C — I- s-\ 1 
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a    sol-dier    of  the  ci'oss— A   foU'wer  of     the  Lamb,  And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his     cause     Or 
be    carried   to    the  skies    On  flowery  beds  of    ease,  While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize,  And 

:L=zt=F±=u--=c:-=FS3n?rTiJ:z?=si:z:i^frf-;pj- 


Chorus. 


— v— K— N- 


i  blnsh  to  speak  his  name  7       The  voice  then  of  Je  -  sus  we  '11  o  -  bey,    And  not  heed  the  care,  or  toil,  or 

I  sailed  thro' bloody    seas?         The  voice,  etc. 

#.HfAA'#..A«A.fa'A.^A'AA.4LA«A 
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pain.  Where'er  he  leads  we  '11  follow  day  by  day.  Till  we  the  crown  obtain.  Till  we  the  crown  ob  -  tain, 

i^iS=^ii^iiiiii|i^i^Egii|iiEilii 


3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  ? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace. 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Since  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign. 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord  ; 
I  '11  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 
Supported  by  thy  word. 


1 1— 

5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 

Shall  conquer  though  they  die ; 
Tlieysee  tlie  triumph  from  afar, 
By  faith  they  bring  it  nigh. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  all  thine  armies  sliine, 
In  robes  of  vict'ry  thro'  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  thine. 


The  Cross,  then  the  Crown. 


/'T\  Chorus. 

-I 1 1- — I l-iLJ-L-j—^ 1 — ^- 

• — ^ — ~-\ — 1 1  - !  |-H-h?i-^ ' — »- 


H.  D.  MUSSON. 


D.  C. 


(  Mnst  Jesus  beai- the  cross  alone,  And  all  the  world  go  free? 
'  1  No,  there's  across  forevery  one.  And  there's  a  cross  forme.  Dear  Jesus,  hear  my  pray 'r,  Help  me  the  cross  to 
.  C.  Till  thou  appear  iu  glory  here,  And  give  the  crown  to  wear.  , 


bear. 


-S-  -^^-'-i 


1    r  r  1    I  in  r  i 


2  The  consecrated  cross  I  '11  bear, 

Till  deatli  shall  set  me  free. 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear. 
For  there  's  a  crown  for  me. 

3  Upon  the  crystal  pavement,  down 

At  Jesus'  pierced  feet, 
Joyful,  I  '11  cast  my  golden  crown, 
And  his  dear  name  repeat. 


For  th6  Infant  Class. 


4  And  palms  shall  wave,  and  harps  shall  ring 

Benoatli  heaven's  arches  high. 
The  Lord  that  lives,  tlie  ransomed  sing, 
That  lives  no  more  to  die. 

5  Oh,  precious  cross  !    Oh,  glorious  crown  ! 

Oh,  resurrection  day  ! 
Ye  angels,  from  the  stars  come  down, 
And  bear  my  soul  away. 


Our  King. 


S  _,S  _,N  A 


-J>_hN        H^^-.^-J 


^        I     -If  -^  nt  -*     *  ^^ 

j     f  Let  children  proclaim  their  Savior  and  King,  our   King ; ) 
'  X  To        Jesus'     name  ho  -  san  -  nas  we  sing,    we     sing,  j  Our  best  a-dor-a-tion  to    Jesus  we  give,  Who 


J     f  Let  children  proclaim  their  Savior  and  King,  our   King ; 
■  "■  To        Jesus'     name   ho  -  san  -  nas  we   sing,    we     sing 


Our  best  a-dor-a-tion  to 


purchased  salvation  for   all  to  receive,  Sal-vatiou  for  all  to    receive,  Sal  -  va-tion  for  all  to   re  -  ceive. 


2  To  him  will  we  give  our  earliest  days,  our  days. 
And  thankfully  live  to  publish  his  praise,  his  praise; 
Our  lives  shall  confess  him  who  came  from  above. 
Our  tongues  shall  all  bless  him,  and  tell  of  his  love. 
|:  We  '11  bless  him,  and  tell  of  his  love.  :| 


3  In  Innocent  songs  his  coming  we  shout,  we  .shout, 
If  we  should  be  silent  the  stones  would  cry  out,  cry  out ; 
But  him,  without  ceasing,  we  all  will  proclaim, 
And  ever  be  praising  our  Jesus'  name. 
|:  We  '11  ever  be  praising  his  name.  :| 
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Words  by  ISAAC  TV.  SANBORN 


Ever  to  the  Right. 


>__N__S  A. 


C.  O'E.,  in  Golden  Honrs. 

_N  _>  A 
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1.  Ev-er  to  the  riglit,  boys,  Ever  to  the  right! 

2.  Kv-er  to  the  right,  boys,  Ever  to  tli«  right! 

3.  Ev-er  to  tlie  riglit,  boys.  Ever  to  tlie  right! 

4.  Ev-er  to  tlie  riglit,  boys.  Ever  to  the  right! 


Give  a  ready  hand  and  true  To  the  work  you  have  to  do. 
Never  let  your  parents  say,  Why  my  wishes  dis-o  -  bey? 
No  known  duty  try  to  shun,  Faitliful  be  to  ev-ery  one— 
JSpeak  the  truth,  the  right  pursue,  Honest  be  in  all  you  do— 


K       s       I  !^     V  Chorxis. 
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Ev  -  er    to     the  right, 
Ev  -  er    to     the  right, 


Ev-er    to     the    right, 
etc. 

^'  -0.     ^ 


Ever 


to    the  right, 


boy.s,  ev-er 


boys, 
to    the  right, 


^-?—^^-y — ^— ^-F — ^-r^-]/ — '>— >-P[g — n- »-f— p»=— ^F ^-^-H — r.^b 

Ev-er     to     the    right,  boys,  Ev-er  to    the  right. 


5  Ever  to  the  right,  boys, 
Ever  to  the  right ! 

Time  is  gold;  do  what  you  can, 
Make  your  mark  and  be  a  man — 
Ever  to  the  right. 

6  Ever  to  the  right,  boys. 
Ever  to  the  right ! 

Seek  fhe  Savior  in  vour  youth, 
He  's  the  Life,  the  Way,  the  Truth- 
Ever  to  the  i-ight. 


Words  by  MONTGOMEBT. 


*  *  * 


Come  to  Calvary's  Mountain. 

f d^ — I — \ — i 1 — , — c—i-J^ — I 1 — , — I ] — , — ^- — ^ — '-Tr-^ ' 1 1 


11 


1.    f  Come  to  Calvary's  ho  -  ly    mountain,  Sinners,  mined  by  the    fall, 
( Here  a     pure  and   heal-ing  fountain       --...-. 


I 1 r—\-0 — »— « 


m%-.t 


_« w- ■' I r'-~ — 


Flows  for  every    thirsty  soul ; 


m      -^    ■'—    ■*•  m  m    . 

.♦.l  0  —^ , 1 LI ; 0^ c 


CJioims. 

c — — F— t-i — 0 — • — • — 0 — 1—\-^ — ■ — 1-0 — 0  -\-m — #-* — ^^=^-1-1-  — I— ^— « — 0 — h= — I — 5— •— «)— 


In     a     full  per-pet-ual  tide. 


Opened  when  the  Savior  died. 

^  ^     at:   d 


Come  to  the  fountain  Flowing  now  for  thee, 
J-0-».       ^1       I  .         ■^•■^  4i 

—\-0  —  0 * : [-- \- 0-0- l-l-j- _ y 1 1 [-#•-• 0^0 ©— [- 


t;=ir^2:=:tl 


■0 

Full 


ill: 


2  Come  in  sorrow  and  contrition, 
Wounded,  impotent  and  blind. 
Here  tlie  guilty,  free  remission. 

Here  the  lost  a  refuge  find. 
Heaitli  tliis  fountain  will  restore, 
He  that  drinks  need  thirst  no  more 


3  Come,  ye  dying,  live  forever; 
'Tis  a  soul  reviving  tlood  : 
God  Is  faithful,  he  will  never  [blood  : 
Break  his  covensmt   sealed   with 
Signed  when  our  Redeemer  died, 
.    By  the  Spirit  ratified. 


SECOXD  UYMN. 

\  See  from  Zion's  sacred  mountain, 
Streams  of  living  water  How  ; 

God  has  opened  there  a  fountain 
That  supplies  the  world  below  ; 

They  are  blessed,  tliey  are  blessed. 
Who  its  sovereign  virtues  know. 

2  Thi"o'  ten  thousand  channels  flowing 

Streams  of  mercy  fliTid  their  way; 
Life,  and  health,  and  joy  bestowing, 

Waking  beaut.v  from  decay  : 
Oil.  ye  7Tations,  oh,  ye  nations, 

Hail  the  long-expected  day. 

3  Gladdened  by  the  flowing  treasure, 

All  enricliing  as  it  goes, 
Lo!  the  desert  smiles  witli  pleasure, 

Buds  and  blossoms  as  the  rose. 
Lo  !  the  desert,  lo  !  the  desert. 

Sings  for  joy  where'er  it  flows. 


12  Jesus  will  Carry  you  Through. 

From  Palmer's  Sabbath  School  Songs,  by  permission.  Words  and  Music  by  H.  B.  PALMEB. 


1.  Yield  not  to  tempta-tion.  For  weakness  is  sin, 

2.  Shun  evil  compauions,  Bad  language  dis  -  dain, 

3.  To  him  tliat  o  ereoaieth,  God  givetli  a     crown, 


Eacli  vict'ry  will  help  us,  some  other  to       win. 
God's  name  hold  in  i-ev'rence,  Nor  take  it  in  vain. 
Thro'  faith  we  shall  conquer,  Tho'  often  cast  down. 


mm 


-^ — i. 


d-^->-K-H^-r 


Fight  manfully  onward,  Dark  passions  subdue,  Look  ev-er  to 
Be  thoughtful  and  earnest,  Kind  hearted  and  true.  Look  ev-er  to 
He  who  is   the    Savior,  Our  strength  will  renew.      Look  ev-er  to 


Je  -  sus.  He  '11  carry  you  through. 
Je  -  sus,  He  '11  carry  you  through. 
Je  -  sus,  He  '11  carry  you  through. 


_._J^-=- 


^■=^- 


-J—J- 


He/rain. 


Repeal  pp.  ad  lib. 


, 1 ^S_^S_  ._N  J I I V— V— V I I      >     |V     >      N  ^ ,_ 

i  Savior  to  help  you.  Comfort,  strengthen,  and  keep  you,  He  is  willing  to  aid  you.  He  will  carry  you  thro'. 
l^^^p — »— #— g— » — fi-\-o~'-o-^-\-\ >— I — I ' — \-0-'-o  '  \-^ — n — I-;—'-} — j-r-r*-  g     r — ^ — '^ — ^ — '^~r*'  y  "rr 

V  V  7  ^  ^  r  r  ^^''v^r    ^  "^  ^  ^  ^  \-  ^  |-^ 


V     ^     ^ 


We  shall  be  satisfied  by  and  by.  13 

Theme  of  Chorns  from  TVEBSTEU.  T.  C.  O'KANE. 

1.  Enthroned  Is  Je  -  sus  now 


Up-on     his  heavenly  seat. 


^1  'i.      1         I 


The  kingly  crown    is  on  his  brow,  The 

— «— #-* — a — _ 


-«-T* 


— ■ ^- 


;/_x 


W— 


Chorus. 


, ^ V 1 rr- ( — ^;^  — 1 — ^ N 1 1 — ' 1^ 1^ * 


saints  are     at     his     feet. 


There     with    the    glo 


rsrr-T ^ • — I* — ^—r»'^m    II 1 * — * — m—r*- 


-Jaz 

There  with  the  glo    -    ri  ■ 
By  and  by. 


ri  -  fled, 

r: 


Safe 


fied. 


by  our  Savior's  side. 


3^ 


t^     t?     ?    ^ 

Sa/e    by  ou7-    Savior's  side. 


D.  C.  -IS: 


,        . .        \     h     ^       ^  iiyana  oy.       rr,  S ^  iJ.  ^..  W 

We     shall  be  sat  -   is-fled  By        and  by,  By  and  by.  By  an 

).  C.  We      shall  be   sat   -    is-fied  By        and   by. 

^T^      '^>  JN^  ±  t:  t: 


and  by. 


We  shall  be  sat  -  is  -fied  By 
2  There  we  shall  see  his  face,  2 

Ami!  never,  nevpr  Bin  ; 
Tliere,  from  the  rivi-is  of  his  grace, 
DriukeucJless  pltasurts  ia. 


D.  C.  O 

, W^ 

and  by,         There,  there  wilh  the  glorified,  8«fe.  safe  by  our  Savior's  side. 
Tea,  aiifl  before  we  rise  4  Tlien  let  our  sonas  abound, 

To  that  immortal  stute.  Ami  every  tear  be  dr\  ; 

The  thoughts  of  such  aDiazing  blies  ■We'remaiching  thro'  liimiauuel's  ground, 

Should  constant  jc«j  s  create.  To  fairer  wonds  on  high. 
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Dews  of  the  Night. 

"  For  my  bead  is  filled  with  dew,  and  my  locks  with  the  drops  of  the  night." 
Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY.  Written  expressly  for  Dew  Drops,  by  PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 

1.  Behold  where  he  stands  at  the  door     of  thy  heart,  O       sinner,      awake  !  ere   thy     8av-ior     de-part; 

2.  On       Je-sus  thy  sins  and  transgressions  are  laid,    Re  -  member  the    garden,  where  lonely     he  prayed; 

3.  Re  -  ject  him  no  longer,     ad  -  rait  him,  thy  guest,  To  bring  thee  redemption,    to        of  -  fer  thee  rest; 


He  calls  thee  in  mer-cy  from  darkness  to  light,  His  locks  are  all  wet  with  the  dew  of  the  night; 
While  stars  at  his  anguisli  withdrew  their  pale  lisrlit.  His  locks  were  all  wet  with  (he  dew  of  the  night; 
He  comes  from  the  mansions  of      glory       so  bright.  His  locks  are   all  wet  with  the    dew  of    the  night; 


!^-9 — ^ » •---•—»  — » — •— h '-J — h — w-^k^ —  \-»  — •--  •--» — » —  »  -h >-j — n — •-i-l- 


^  * 

Long,  long  he  has  tar-ried,  and  wilt  thou  re  -  fuse  The  pathway  of  life  and  sal-  va-tion  to  choose? 
A  lamb  to  the  slaughter,  thy  Savior  was  led.  He  suffered  in  meekness,  he  languished  and  bled. 
Oh,    wash    in    the    fountain,  still  flowing  for  thee.  Whose  waters  are  boundless,  e    -    ter-nal,  and  free. 

-r—fi-f-^ ^_J?Ji_r_^ 0       ft ,_-  •*L^,_i_, J fi^^ i^  ^_ 

-b — i f-i H 1-, — 1 1 1 hi -0 0 W-T-F — 1 -.-0 F • ,.| \-\ F—%0 F— ^1- 


Dews  of  the  Niglit.    Concluded. 
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Chorus. 


rij — S 1 S S-r~^ iN *^—^ — -i^Z* — ^ ^'^ 1 K —r  N—K rr 

H^-f-J*!— b* 5 0 ' i— htf a »-—*-¥-«— F—»+f^ 1 '■ ^— fai— H 1— T — *~r-\t- 


Be  -  hold  where  he 


stands  at  the  door   of    thy  heart,  Oh,  grieve  not  his   spirit,      or     bid  him  depart. 


1       /      I  /      •  I 


Praise  Him  with  Heart  and  "Voice. 


Semi'Chornses  for  the  Infant  Class. 


Arranged  for  this  TVork. 


Oil,  who  hith  blessed  our  youthful  days,  With  parents,  home,  and  friends? 


Our  heavenly  Father,  from  whose  throne 

Oh,  who  hath  taught  our  youthful  hearts,  The  way  of  truth  and  peace? 


Our  heavenly  Father,  from  whose  hand 

Oh,  who  hath  shed  upon  our  world   A   Savior's   precious 

Our  Father,  God,  who  sent  his  Son, 


Each  gift  of  good  descends.— C'/jo. 
The  blessings  never  cease. — Cho. 


To   raise  our  fallen  race.— CAo. 


Chorus  by  the  entire  School. 


1 — I 1^ — 1--1 — K — K r-'^ — '- — \ — S-| — I St—'-' — N — K-t — K K-r-N — '^ — S — S-t rr 

I       Then  praise  him  with  heart  and  voice,  To  whom  all  praise  belongs.  Oh,  praise  him  !  iu  him  rejoice,  AVith  swelling,  grKteful  songs. 

I 11 #^__ff m , — 1 1 ff ff _^ «~—  i i r-. I ,-; I F f-l • :m' — ^ • tf • ff w~^ -  — 

;c|:e  -«— p^— *-^-p^— i— •-*— pr-?-.fe._«— pi- „-^— pf» r_rr_  z:p-z«^pff_!?_! — : — p.         r 

J«tf_  L |^_^^_L,    — ^ — __^^_L^_,^_,    _,    _L^_«_0_L, 0 — ,_.L^_«_«_t--p#— »—«»—»  — pp-«-|  I- 


10      Words  by  BeT.  Wm.  Hunter,  D.  D.    Hold   the  Light  Up  higher. 


T.  C^O'KANE. 

J. 


9-h'f — «— .-*^ir — I — N — s — K-F-' '- — P-H--F* — *-h» — F*-i-^«-i— P-'t— -P—'-M^ — g— J — I-  *i  rr 


,     f  Man  -  y     sonls  on  life's  dark  ocean.  Void  of  helm     or     oar,     Battling 
•  (  with  the  waves' commotion, Seek  a     qui    -    et  shore. 

Z g — S — I !_^_tf_^ — 0 — 1 


-J^- 


Christian,  brother,  thine  the  la  -  bor.  By  the  light        of       love, 

To       as  -  sist  tl>y  er  -  ring  neigh-bor To     the  port 


a    -    bove. 


I  ■0-  ,  t        -0-     -0-     -^  -0-  -0-  ^•#-  ♦■  .  S     N 

By  the  light  of  love,  To  the  port  a-bove. 

^Z 0,-0-^0 ^_^_^_i^_^_^-,-«-L« « «_«_iL_| j 0^10  —  0—0^1 ff Ij «J IX 

Hold  the  light  up  higher,  higher!   Hold  the  light  up  higher,  higueu  !  Throw  its  flashes  nigher,  nigher  t  You  a  soul  may  save. 

—  0—0-*-j^-0—0-,-0^h^0—,—^^fi0^^:^LJ^0        m^0^if.^^ 


2  liiko  the  liphthouse  watcher,  keeping 

Every  beacon  bright, 
Waking  while  the  world  is  sleeping, 

Wrapt  in  thickest  night. 
There  is  many  an  ocean  ranger 

Out  upon  the  shoals, 
Friends  and  comrades  are  in  danger, 

Save  their  precious  souls. 


3  Hold  the  light  for  one  another, 

'T  is  the  Lord's  command, 
Si'ize  the  shipwrecked,  drowning  brother, 

With  a  manly  hand  ; 
Koiiso  him  up  to  life  and  action, 

Ply  the  means  to  save, 
And  by  love's  divine  attraction, 

Lift  him  from  the  wave. 


4  Hold  the  light  up  higher,  higher, 

Thousands  need  your  aid  : 
Throw  its  flashes  nigher,  nigher, 

Urge,  constrain,  persuade: 
Borrow  torches  from  the  altar. 

Blazing  like  the  san. 
Hold  them  up,  nor  flag  nor  falter. 

Till  the  worlc  is  done. 


Our  Pleasant  Suiiday-Scliool. 
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For  the  Lambs  of  the  Flock,  Second  Street  M.  E.  Sabbath-School,  Zanesrillc,  Ohio 

-  n 1 — N — V — N — \-| F 

-•3 — s-h^^-* — ^^^ — 1-^^ — I — s-^ — I — 

i.^--* — Lm  —m-— ^ — \-M — M — M — L» — J — 9. 


H.  D,  MUNSON. 


1.  We  love  to  meet  together,  to  -  gather,  together,  We  love  to  meet  together,  in  our  pleasant  Sunday-school; 

2.  Our  teachers  here  will  meet  us,  will  meet  us,  will  meet  us,  Our  teacliers  here  will  meet  us.  In,  etc. 

3.  We  11  remember  what  they  teach  us,  they  teach  us,  they  teach  us,  We'll  remember,  etc. 

4.  And  Jesus  will  be  with  us,' be  with  us,  be  with  us,  And  Jesus  will  be  witli  us.  In,  etc. 

_,N     N  ^  ^ _^      . ^S   _S__.^ ^ .^ ^S   _^     S 


— I \-\-^ — • 1-' — ' — — I — N — \-\ — '-^^ ^-^« — f-i  ill 

-- 1— t* — 1--[-^ — *— •— i— ^ — I — s— s — N +*—*—« — F*--H 

-« — H^-«— p — ^— #— 5— F#— ^^'^•^•--FS— ^ — I — ^  -  p— Fl 

-#— «— #— L*— • « — L^ — •— #— • — L«__« — ^ — « — L^      II 


We  '11  never  mind  the  weather,  the  weather,  the  weather,  We  '11  never  mind  the  weather.  In  our  pleasant,  etc. 
With  loving  words  to  greet  us,  to  greet  us,  to  greet  us,  With  loving  words  to  greet  us,  In,  etc. 
That  the  words  of  trntli  may  reach  us,  may  reach  us,  Tnay  reacli  us.  That  the  words  of  truth  may  reach  ns,  etc. 
His  blessing  he  will  give  us,  will  give  us,  will  give  us,  His  blessing  he  will  give  us,  In,  etc. 


Words  by  Rev.  Wni.  P.  BREED,  D.  D. 


Anchored  Fast.* 


i— i: 


-e — ^0— .-0—^—0- 

1.  Tossing  on  the  bil-low.         Rocking  in  the  blast.  Sickening  on  the  pil-low.     Verging  toward  tlie  last. 

2.  Skies  all  clad  in  sa-ble,         Storm-clouds  scudding  past,  Clinging  to  the  cable,        I  am  anchored  fast. 

3.  Gone  each  earthly  treasure.  Cut  away  each  mast,  Vanished  earthly  pleasure,  Still  I  'm  anchored  fast. 
Swiftly  to  my  grave-bed,  I  am  making  haste,  Trembling  'ueath  the  death-dread,  Still  I  'in  anchored  fast. 


:t2:&fcl 


»— rS— 


■0-    ^    ■^  -G- 


L^_A_*_^ — ^ — • — ^~^-P-\ — L^ — •/ — ^ — </ — a L 

1^     ^   [/   ;/   ^   ^     >-  ' 


\st  time. 


2d  time. 


While  the  tempest  rages,  To  the  Rock  of    A  -  ges,    I    am  anchored  fast,  I       am  anchored  fast. 

•0-  '.   -0-    •0-  :   -^    •0-  I  M    .     M       m    .     m       m  I  '  ^'      -^      ■'S-    A  I  -  ^-0-         - 

*  From  Songs  of  Glab.ness,  by  permission  of  J.  (J.  Garrigues  &  Co.,  Publishers. 
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From  the  Standard  Singer, 


We'll  Work  until  we  Die. 


T.  MARTIX  TOTTNE. 


-jT -1 \ — V — Si — I Vi — '  - — K — V — Si — ' — ■ 1 K — K--*m — I *- #-| — '  — '^ — V — S-i — I r 

8- — ^'\-M — 1—5 — 1-^ — I — M — i-|-j — '— * — '-\-^--i^—\-^ — I — ^ — H — I — ^— «— t-^ — ' — I— ^ — P-i-^h 


We  're  looking  unto  Jesus,  Our  banner  waves  on  high,  And  this?  our  watchword  ever.  We  '11  work  until  we 

D.  S.  With  grace  divine  to  help  us,  We  '11  work  until  we 

The  "  night  of  death  "  approaches,  And  angels  in  the  sky,  Repeat  the  chorus  ever,  Go  work  un-til  you  die 

D.  S.  And  "  looking  unto  Je-sus,"  Go  work  until  you    die 


die. 
die. 


C); - h-&—t — H — » — •— •+! 1 n — i — * — ^-r*  -\ • — r — * — •~~*'r^ ~l — ' — '• — r' — J— »— «— H«-v- 


5,    And  "see-ing 
,"   The  heathen 

^»         ,S 


our  Master's    ser-viee.    And  "see-ingeye    to     eye,"      We '11  work,       we'll  work,  we'll 

-  ver  now  and  help  us,"   The  heathen    loud-ly   cry,    We  '11  work,  we  '11  work  until  we  die.  We  '11 


^    '^    ^    "^ 


■*-r*-^-/^  --K— V-i— rr 

■^F^^;H-^-«2i»  P#vlF  3  The  field  is  whitetoharvesrt.. 

;*_t(f t^IJ_J-L^:j.t      The  days  are  speeding  by, 

k'  '    -#•  Go  forth,  be  earnest  workers, 


Come  to-day. 
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T.  C.  O'KAXr. 


I       1.  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy,  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore ;  Je-sus     read-y   stands  to  save  you, 

i  ^  ■*  *  .  I  n 

■••  -♦.^     _  -e-  ■»•       •»•■»-     •0-  -0-       +--I—       -c-Un     -«9-      •»-•«-       -p-  -o-  '.-*-  -e-  ■»- 

^iiiiiiiiPl£iiiiiiiiiii^iilPp!j^i?li!i 


'I — r" 


Chorus, 


,*^_,N_  S,J_^_,, 


Wr—9-' — ^-Fg-.-*-F*-g--Fsi-— F^— ^-^-i^-Fi-^Fg— tf:-lF^g-F5-^— "''-F*— lF*^-^^g^+,s>---FF 
1*^  I        '      *    '  —  II 

j  Full    of  pity,  love,  and  power.  Come,  come  to  Jesus, Why  still  delay  ?  Come,  come  to  Jesus,  Come,  come  to-day. 

'g:=— -fF5-'-ETE==-E^-=r'=»-'-?-T'='-FE=E--^E=E^ 


2  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  titness  fondly  dream. 
All  the  fitness  he  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him. 

3  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden. 

Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall. 
If  you  tarry  till  you  're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all. 


4  LoJ  th' incarnate  God  ascending. 

Pleads  the  merit  of  his  l)lood. 
Venture  on  him— venture  freely; 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude. 

5  Saints  and  angels  joined  in  concert. 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb  ; 
While  the  blissful  seats  of  heaven. 
Sweetly  echo  with  his  name. 


SECOND    nTMN   TO    "COME   TO-DAY.' 


1  Sinners,  will  you  scorn  the  message 
StMit  in  mercy  Iroru  aliove? 

Mercy  sjjeaks  in  every  passage. 
Every  line  is  full  of"  love. 


2  Now  the  heralds  of  salvation 
Joyful  news  fi-om  heaven  proclaim. 

Sinners  freed  from  condemnation, 
Tluuugh  tlie  all-atoning  Ijainb. 


3  Haste,  O  sinner  !  seek  the  Savior, 
Seek  his  mercy  while  you  may; 

Soon  the  day  of  grace  is  over — 
Soon  your  life  will  pass  away. 


^ 


Cross  Bearing. 


Words  written  for  Dew  Drops. 


Music  by  T.  E.  PERKINS,  in  his  Snnday-Sclioel  Banner. 

^_  Chorus. 

-*^  — r i 1 1 -rr— *v- 


1.  Our    Sa  -   vior 
He     says     to 

2.  Sometimes  the 
But    soon  the 


bids 

all 
way       is 
shad  -  ows 


us 

his 


fol  -  low     him, 
sol  -  diers,  "  I 
ve   -    ry    dark, 
pass     a   -    way 


And  his       com-mands  o   -    hey—) 
Am    with    you    all      the      way."/ 
And  gloom  the    skj^     o'erspreads. 
In       sun-shine    on     our     heads 
I 


« 


If 


the 
the,  etc. 


•^r-  -^—  -^r-  1^  Tr-  ir-  "^^  9 


^—-^-X 


d— J-r 


— \- Hr \- S 1 ^-r- y-i — I ^-= S 1 — ^1 Hy S ! J 1 — I r 
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crown  we     shall  wear,  When  we  dwell  on     that  ra  -  diant    shore; 


cross    we    meek-ly    bear.  Then    a    crown  we     shall  wear,  When  we  dwell  on     that  ra  -  diant    shore; 


Oh,  how   sweetly  there  we  '11  sing,  Halle-lu-jah     to    our    King,  And  praise  him  for    ev  -  er  -  more. 


i 


sy=z  t— r=rh— t=t  izitz:«=t=±=(:s-5iz:ii— 5 


"EE?EE5EEEEEEE^E:fc?EE? 


EZZTiai: 


A  mingled  lot  of  joy  and  pain, 

To  us  below  is  given  ; 
Thro'  these,  if  washed. in  Jesus'  blood, 

We  pass  from  earth  to  heaven. 


4  Then  let  us  always  bear  the  cross, 
Whatever  it  maybe, 
While  Jesus  says  to  each,  "J  have 
Jn  heaven  a  crown  fo^-  tlwe." 


Roll  the  Clouds  away. 
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Words  and  Mu.sic  by  Ber.  A.  J.  FISH. 


Solo,  vxith  full  voice,  Isl.  2d. 

'U-a , Si—l 1— r-' ^^-K T ?r-N 1 — i— p-^^-r-^ ^^'-A-^r-^ ^- 


1.  f  The  way  is  dark  before  me,  black  clouds  are  o'er  me  spread, 
\  The  tempest  gailiers  round  me,  and  I'orms       .       .      above  ray  head.  The  sun  hath  ceased  its  shining, 

2.  J  The  dreary  rain  is  falling,  the  clouds  are  fly-ing  past, 
(Tlie   an-gry  lightning  flashes,  the  thun-       -        -        der's  rolling  fast ;  I 'ra  waiting  still,  my  Father, 


3.  f  O  Loid,  dispel  the  darkness,  and  let  me  see  the  light 
\  Oh,  break  away  the  tempest,  and  let       .       .       the  sun  shine  br 


and 
and 


'~  '  ^'  ^~  [~^  ~  r  ~  ,  if"     rt'?^"rr 


/  / 


;ht;  Oh,  speak  the  rain  from  falling,  oh, 

i 


Chonis. 

-he— « 

weary  grows  the  day.  Oh,  hear  my  prayer,  my  Father,  and  roll  the  clouds  a-way.    Oh,  roll    the  clouds  a- 

longing  for  the    day,  Wlien  thou  slialt  calm  the  tempest,  anfl.roll  the  clouds  away. 

clear  my  soul's  sad  day,  Oh,  stop  the  tlumder's  rolling,  oh,  roll  the  clouds  a  -  way.  Oh, 

■f-    -f-    '  -^        .      .      ,         '     '  {■     •*• -^ a I 


)h,  hear  my  prayer,  my  Father,  and  roll  the  clouds  a-way.    Oh,  roll    the  cl( 

tVlien  thou  slialt  calm  the  tempest,  anfl.roll  the  clouds  away. 

,  Oh,  stop  the  tlumder's  rolling,  oh,  roll  the  clouds  a  -  way.  O 

s : — Si — y — V 1 1 '—I — ' N — 1^ — Ki — I— rr 

5— •  ?-^-f#-i  ,  -— i— P-l— « — '— f-^— tf — '--^-hst— FF 
# — 1- — ^  t-*-i  3-« — •— f-J — I — ^ — — ' — '— ii—l-^ Vr 


U^^-^ 


E?_E=I; 


way.      Oh,        roll  the  clouds  away.  Oh,       roll  the  clouds  awaj'.       And   send 
roll  the  clouds  away.  Oh,        roll  the  clouds  away,      a    -     way, 

J-  -    -■   *■     -^ 

It:: 


a       brighter,  better  day. 
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What  of  the  Night? 


First  Bemi-Okorus. 


Second  Semi-Chorus, 


T.  C.  O'KANE. 


J} — -ft— ^I- — I — -!^-h-' 1— 5ii«  -g—ti  —- 


=4|i.=I^E;=:iz.^J 


^;i=llr^t 


1.  "Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night,  What  its  signs  of  promise  are.    Trav'ler,  o'er  yon  mountain's  height 

2.  "Watchman  tell  us  of     the  night,  Higher  yet  that  star  ascends.        Trav-'ler,  blessedness  and  light, 

3.  "Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night,  For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn.    Trav'ler,  darkness  takes  its  flight 

t: 


See  that     glo-ry-beaming  star.    Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray  Aught  of  hope  or  joy   foretell? 
Peace  and  truth  Its  course  portends.  Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone  Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth? 
Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn.  Watchman,  let  thy  wand'ring  cease:  Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 


m 


-r- 


f- 


-E — «_i.    ■_ pF 1 1 . 1 . 1 ^-^ — p—T F — '— * '1- 


Second  Semi-chorus. 

B «M-0—^~W0 — «— i^— 1— ^ i-? — *^ I--M * '—I '^ 


-.-I 


:^-«- 


Trav  -  'ler,  yes,  it  brings  the  day.  Promised  day  of  Is  -  ra  -  el. 
Trav  - 'ler,  ag  -  es  are  its  own;  See,  it  burstis  o'er  all  the  earth. 
Trav  -  'ler,  lo !  the  Prince  of  Peace,  Lo !  the  Son   of  God     is  come. 


« — I — i — P~^-i-h-« — *— F*-*— ^— • — fl— «-T — F 


Promised  day  of  Is-ra-el, 
See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth, 
Lo  !    the    Son     of  God  is  come, 


mM 


-f — n 


-t  -- 

'J 


^ 


:r:^=t: 


3^-r^= 


-±f— 


:c:=p:: 


■0-     •#-     — "*- 


1^ 


What  of  the  night?    Concluded. 
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Promised    day     of    Is-ra-el,        Trav-'ler,  yes,      It  brings  the  day,    Promised  day   of    Is   -   ra-el. 
See,      it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth,    Trav-'ler,    ag   -   es  are       its  own.    See,     It  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth. 
Lo!      the  Son     of  God  is  come,    Trav-'ler,    lo!  the  Prince  of  Peace,    Lo!      the  Sou  of  God     is  come. 


rS-vii-ft — i 1 ri 1 »— f— ^ — *- — 0 ff — r r- 


-^^ 


M — ^ — ^ « — 0  -  *  -rr 


Slowly. 


--=i^-zzri==^=z:i^ 


Our  cherished  ones.    Quartette. 


-« — J 

1.  Gath  -  er    the  cher-ished  ones  Home  to  tlielr  rest,     Strew  the   pale  ros 

2.  Weep  for     the  cherished  ones,  Hal  -  low  with  tears  Graves  which  the  love  of 

3.  Je  -   sus,  our  cherished  ones  VVel-comes  on  high,  With   Uini  for  -  ev  -  er, 


-fi-'—fi 


— • P— r(2- 


-«— r 


Like  them  in  beau 
Trust  to  their  pil  • 
May     we,  Dear  Fa 


ty,  Flow-ers  de  -  cay.  When  the  heart's  earth  -  ly  joy  Pass  -  eth  a  -  way. 
low  Gent  -  ly  the  dead.  An  -  gels  from  heav  -  en  will  Watch  o'er  their  bed. 
ther,  When  life    is     o'er,  Meet  tliem     in     glo   -    ry,  to  Part     nev  -  er-more. 


Z. j p_| Cj 1 r^ ^_| V^ CI C Ul ^__Lj IS. 
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There 's  not  a  Bright  and  Beaming  Smile.       Arr.  for  this  work. 


1.  There 

2.  I 


'snot     a   bright  and   beaming  smile,  Wliich  in  the  world     I     see, 
uev  -  er   clasp     a    friend  -  ly  hand,  In      greeting      or       farewell, 

■P—. s -2 <? — r5-T — 1= 1 * — rl » * * — rO 


But  turns  niy  heart    to 
But  thoughts  of  au       e- 


W-— •F — rf-. — s -— 

k==p-tf::^>=zp: 


-J I 


0 J_ •^— hi g — m — — I ^ h-S h-— ^ — *- — ^ * — h*-* ' — ■■ — S-v — ^ 

* f— *-' 3 4r^~^     P^ — 1^— «—•-,— *-^  5 


ture    joy.  And  whispers  "heaven  "  to   me 
nal  home  With-iu      my       bos  -  oni  swell. 

— fe — I 0 — pi » »-- — *~r^ 

— h — » — • — F# — 0 — p — p — hg 


Though  oft  -  en    here    my     soul      is      sad.    And 
A         praj'er   to    meet     in    heaven  at     last.  Where 


T=cp: 


iz:L»=t?i±=f=:?=-ziFtz=:t=!! 
— t_|i — ti ^ — p -Z—C 1 


_! i-i — S, 0. 


-J_..^ 


falls  the  si  -  lent  tear,  There  is  a  world  where  all  are  glad.  And  sor-row  dwells  not  there, 
all  the  ransomed  come,  And  where  e  -  ter  -  nal  a  -  ges  still,  Slaall  find  us  all  at  home. 
♦^     •4-  " 


^se7# .      -0 0 0 — rg 1 n 

1i—\ 'ii — ^zzzp_tgi s—tp "/': 


?=ztt: 


It:: 
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I         i  '                       >         }/ 

SECOND  HTMir. 

1  Oh  who,  in  such  a  world  as  this,  2  Each  care,  each  ill  of  mortal  birth, 

Could  bear  his  lot  of  pain,  Is  sent  in  pitying  love, 

Did  not  one  radiant  hope  of  bliss  To  lift  the  ling'ring  heart  from  earth, 

Unclouded  yet  remain  ?  And  speed  its  flight  above. 

That  hope  the  sov'reign  Lord  has  given,  And  every  pang  that  wrings  the  breast, 

Who  reigns  above  the  skies  ;  And  every  joy  that  dies, 

Hope  that  unites  the  soul  to  heaven  Tell  us  to  seek  a  purer  rest. 

By  faith's  endearing  ties.  And  trust  to  holier  ties.^  ' 


From  the  Standard  Singer. 
Gliding. 


LoYe  Divine. 


T.  C.  O'K. 
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1.  Love  di  -  vine,  all    love   ex  -  celling,     Joy     of  heaven  to      earth  come  down,        Fix     in 

2.  Come,  al  -  miah-ty    to       de  -  liver.        Let     us     all     thy     love      re  -    ceive;         Sud  -  (]* 


1.  Love  di  -  vine,  all    love   ex  -  cellin 

2.  Come,  al  -  niigh-ty    to       de  -  liver, 

^-t — S--F©       -  ^"^       ^    ^ 


n 


m  rl 1 r' — • — -. r^ * — r©- ' r^ 


i^en  -  ly 
-9- 


I , o  - 


-^-4- 


-J- 


hum  -  ble  dwelling,  All  thy    faith-ful    mercies    crown, 
turn,  and  never.        Never     more  thy    temples   leave ; 


Je    -    sus,  thon  art  all     compassion.  Pure,  nn- 
Thee    we  would  be  al-ways  blessing.  Serve  thee 

•.^      ■»--«>••*-  u JT  ^-  ■•- -»■    ■■»■ 


=^=r=F#=J^:=Fr='=F^— — -F^r=Fi-===F?=== 

=??iE£:z:it=Ei:?=*=£-2Eoi=ztES^:fi^z:Eg,--„*:S=Ett^E^:z:*=E5i=p?i! 


-:-r 


bounded  love  thou  art ;  Vis  -  it     us      M-lth    thy    sal-vation; 

as     thy  hosts  a  -   bove,  Praj%  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing, 


En  -  ter    ev  -  ery  trembling  heart. 
Glo  -  ry    in      thy  per-fect    love. 


u ^_L(5— -5— U=#U=   — U§ 9-Y9 •—X 1 h»-»  -r-s-Fl J h ' 


SEcoxD  nraiy  to  "love  divine. 


1  Savior,  breathe  an  evening  blessing. 

Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal ; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing; 

Thou  canst  save,  and  thou  canst  heal. 
Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 

Tbf)Ugh  the  arrows  past  us  tly, 
Angel  guarils  from  thee  surround  us; 

We  are  sale  if  thou  art  nigh. 


2  Tho'  the  night  be  dark  and  drearj-, 

Darkness  can  not  hide  from  thee; 
Thou  art  be  who,  never  weary, 

Watchest  where  thy  people  be. 
Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us, 

And  command  us  to  the  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us. 

Clad  in  bright,  eternal  bloom. 
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I5y  permission. 


Christian  Reunion. 

"  Let  brotlierly  love  continue." 


S.  J.  VAIL,  in  Singing  Pilgrim. 


— a 1-^— #-i— S-J — I «— 9-h-' *  — -i^.-»^*-v-H^-^ — i — ^— F^ — « 1-^-^—0  — hS-P 

— ^ — «-=-#— ^-T-#—Lg — ^ ^0 — *_^tf-._» •_,_cg_« cj — ^ — i_ji_4,_^^5_[: 

(liers  in  tlie  ranlts  of     Je  -  sus,     Worlcers     in    the  field  of  grace,       Preachers  of     oxir  blessed 
e  are  here  whose  loclts  betok  -  en       Years  of    watching,  toil,  and  care  ;    Oth  -  ers     in     the  prime  of 
us,  brethren,  are  you  piant-ing      Good-ly   seed  on  fer  -  tile  ground?  Is       the  glorious  work  pro- 

^_._^_^_.-^      (2 * 01 — m — •-i-«_^-i_*      (2_i ,t_ ^i_^_^_._^ 

— » — <0---ff—p---»—[& g — ^H ' \j — i^— b — ^—[-'^       — r* — P — *~  "I?"'*"    g~r 


r- 


-?— ^-p-r 


s 


Chorus. 

J I- 


._, _, 1 1 3 10 — ^ ^_^ — I — I 1 V >, V S-rd * r 


-  pel,  Wei  -  come  to  tliis  sa  -  cred  place, 
-liood,  Just  lie  -  gin  tlieir  cross  to  bear. 
-  ing.        Does    the    fruit     of    joy        a  -  bound. 


What  an 
What  an 
What    an 


hour     of     ho 
hour,  etc. 
hour,  etc. 


ly   trans-port. 


— ^— -r^-tif-r— t 


— , — «._f-_ 


'^mtim^^^s^m 


God  is    in  our  midst  to-day !  Praise  the  Lord,  this  happy   union,    How  it  cheers  us     on     our   way. 

^  ^ -^  *— » -i  ^— r© . — r' — * — p_t..(»_«-i-«_r(S — P f-«-_^_r^ — • — ^ — T — rP' 


4  Though  you  sometimes  feel  discouraged, 
And  your  labor  seems  in  vain. 
Look  to  God,  and  seek  his  blessing, 
He  will  bring  tlie  promised  raiu. 


5  Patient,  then,  be  persevering; 
Soon  your  mission  will  be  o'er ; 
Through  the  glass  of  hope,  though  darkly, 
You  can  see  the  other  shore. 


The  Talley  of  Blessing 


27 


From  Casket,  Complete,  by  permission. 


Words  arranged  from  ANNIE  WITTEX3ITEK. 


._i» 0 Z—^0 0--^-* 0 0 0—^0 0-^-E 0        t.^0-^Zm • • r_* — Lg_«-X 


1.  I        have  en  -  tered  the   val  -  ley 

2.  There  is   peace    in    the   val  -  ley 


of    bless  -  ing    so   sweet,    And  Je   -   sus 
of    bless  -  ing    so  sweet,    Andplen-ty 


a-bldes    with  me  there  ; 
the  land  doth  im  -part; 


§i 


-^ 


D.S, 


F'or  his  spir  -  it  and  blood  make  my  cleansing  complete,  And  love  casteth  out 
There  is  rest  for  the  wea  -  ry  -  worn  trav  -  el  -  er's  feet,  And  joy  for  the  sor 
Oh     be  -  lieve   and  re-ceive,  and    hisprais-es     re  -  peat,     For       all       his    sal  -  va 


fear. 

heart. 

know. 


lilliHMifelli 


Chorus. 


V    r 

-J — 


— I 1 0-^  -_L| 1. 

—p-U a/  .-^— j— g  -^    Fg — ^^  ^— ^^F  *-r* — g-  S— * — ^^-*  V    S-Fg  .-FF 

Oh  come    to     this  val  -  ley     of     bless  -  ing    so  sweet,  Wliere  Je  -  sus    his    full-ness  will     be  -  stoAV  ; 

|_  m         m   '   »      ■*-        ■*■■»■      m- »  s   #       f- '       -^      ■0-        ■»■.»-.»■♦■     .g- •     .<».     ^ ' 

C\- — ^_r« ^::._S    _^ S__p__ci :«-•-« — u — f-^— FS^ i_5__"5 — ^ — t^_«_pt rr 


3  There  is  love  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 
Such  love  but  the  blood-washed  may  feel, 
When  the  heavens  come  down  the  redeemed  ones  to  greet, 
And  Clirist  sets  liis  covenant  stal. 


4  There  's  a  song  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet. 
That  aiigels  would  fain  join  the  strain, 
As  with  rapturous  praises  we  bow  at  his  feet. 
Crying,  "  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  was  slain." 
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Stand  up  for  Jesus. 


T.  C.  O'KANE. 


1.  Stand  up  !  stand  up 

2.  Stand  up!  stand  up 

3.  Stand  up!  stand  up 

4.  Stand  up  !  stand  up 


Je  -  sus !  Ye    sol  -  diers    of         the    cross, 

for     Je  -  sus!  The  trum-pet    call  o  -  bey; 

for     Je  -  sus  !  Stand  in    his    strength  a  -  lone  ; 

for     Je  -  sus!  The  strife  will    not       be      long: 


Lift  high  his 
Forth  to  the 
The  arm  of 
This  day    the 


roy  -    al 
might-y 
flesh    will 
noise     of 


1 l-r-l 


0 — 0 — \-0 — 0 — 0 — *— r 


ban 
con 
fail 
bat 


•   ner,  It    must  not    suf-fer    loss, 

flict,  In  this    his    glorious    day; 

you,  Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own : 

-    tie,  The  next  the  vic-tor's  song  ; 


From  vict'ry  un  -  to       vie  -   t'rv,  His    ar  -  my  shall  he 

"  Ye  that  are  men  now  serve  hini  "A  -  gainst  unnumbered 

Put    on    the  gos  -  pel      ar  -   mor.  And  watching  un  -  to 

To    him  that  o    -    ver  -  com  -  eth,  A    crown  of  life    shall 


q?         ^     ^       .      It     ^     ^      J  J       J       J       Jl^-^^         4t     *     *     ^     *     ^ 

1 1 1 M 1 -\- V ^O 0—^0 0 ' ^ 1 1 1 L 


'^^=^f3. 


lead, 
foes; 
pray 
be, 


=1* — 


Cliorus. 


^— 


,       Till    ev  -  ery    foe    is    vanquished,  And  Christ  is  Lord  in  -  deed. 

Your  courage  rise    with  dau-ger,       And  strength  to  strength  oppose 
er;  Wliere  du-ty    calls  or    dun  -  ger,       Be     nev-er    want-ing    there. 

He    with  the  King  of     glo  -  ry,        Shall  reign  e-ter  -  nal  -    ly. 

-«>•         -^      -0-     "^     *-     -^       -»■ 


Stand  up ! 


with 


Stand  up! 


^5  jB         -w-  ^  "^        ^r-         -^        -rr  "w         "v^        '^~~        ^ —        ^ —  r^~ 


stand  up  for  Jesus.    Concluded. 

I     I    I    I      I       I 
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ll 


Joy,  stand  vip  with  joy  for  Je  -  sus  !  atand  up  ■with  joy,  Stand  up  with  joy  for     Je  -  sus. 

with  joy.  Stand  up  witli  joy  for  Jesus !  Stand  up         witii  joy.  Stand  up  witli  joy  for     Je  -  sus. 


-i — r- 


'  — p_5 — » — Fa F — '* 


^— F^- 


i 


Lonely  Traveler. 


N.  BILLINGS 


Arr.  for  this  work. 

-Q"* — ^-i- -p — I— ^— h«— ^ — i5* — -f— I— H^-J — I— F-i — ?— F*-T  -+^ — ^—d — F«— #— 5* — Fi '— ^ 

—■4^ — Si-g—^—M — F*— 5 — 3 — F*-v-»-« — '— h?s(-T— ^ — h* ^#-*— *— F* — '*'S — F»s — *— d-    i  &<  . 
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I.  I 'ma  lonely    trav'ler  here,  Wea-ry,  op-pressed,      But  my  journey's  end  is  near,  Soon  I  shall  rest 


-^-1 


Jt      *  ^    •- 


■ft     -^   ♦■  -p. 


Dark  and  dreary  is  the  waj%  Toiling,  I  've  come, 


2  I  'm  a  trav'ler  to  a  land 

Where  all  is  fair  ; 
Where  is  seen  no  broken  band, 

Saints  all  are  there; 
Wliere  no  tear  shall  ever  fall, 

Nor  lieart  be  sad. 
Where  tlie  glory  is  for  all, 

And  all  are  glad. 


3  I  'm  a  trav'ler  and  I  go 

Where  all  is  fair; 
Farewell  all  I  've  loved  below, 

I  must  be  there. 
Worldly  honors,  hopes,  and  gain, 

All  I  resign, 
Welcome  sorrow,  grief,  and  pain, 

If  heaven  be  mine. 


4  I  'm  a  trav'ler,  call  me  not, 

Upward  's  my  way. 
Yonder  is  my  rest  and  lot, 

I  can  not  stay. 
Farewell  earthly  pleasures  all, 

Pilgrim  I  roam. 
Hail  me  not,  in  vain  you  call, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 


30 


Calling  us  Away. 

'^ I r*i. ■ 

J — f— ' — 1-^-#— ^^-H ^^ — I— ^— P-H — ---s — I i«^-f 


Arranged  from  the  Standard  Singer 

Solo, 


Theme  by  WALTER  KITTRIDGE. 


PI 


1. /Give  me  the  wings  of  faith  to   rise.    Within    the  veil  and 
I  Tlie  saints  above,  How  great  tlieir  joys,       -       -       -■     - 

— -f -f- — ^ ^ ^-^ 0 0.-J. .   


-i-H  » 


IE 


How  bright  their  glories  be. 

(^ — I 


^ 


Duet. 


Chorus  to  each  stanza. 


-^=^5- 


'^^' 


day,  Happj-  on  the  golden 


Many  are  the  friends  who  are  waiting  to-day,  Happj-on  the  golden  strand,  Many  are  the  voices  Calling  us  away.  To 


T 


^  •  ^  »/ 


Repeat  pp. 

:g:zz=ztb 


join  tlieir  glorious  band; 


Calling  us  a  -  way,     Calling  us  a  -  way, 


</     ^     '^     ^ 
Calling  to  the  bet-ter    land. 


2  Once  they  were  mourners  liere  below, 
And  poured  out  fries  and  tears; 
They  wrestled  liiii'd,  as  we  do  now, 
With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 


3  I  ask  them  whence  their  vict'ry  came  : 
They,  Avith  u!iited  breath, 
Ascribe  tlieir  conqiiest  to  tlie  Lamb, 
Their  trluinpli  to  his  death. 


The  Best  Friend. 

A  friend  that  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother.' 

-4 ^- 


T.  C.  O'KAXE. 
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1.  oTie  there  is  above  all  others,  Well  deserves  the  name  of  fi-iend,  His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's.  Costly, 
Which  of  all  our  friends  to  save  us,  Could  or  would  have  she<l  his  blood?  But  tlie  Savior  died  to  have  us  Rocoa- 


I — r" 


Refrain. 


All   I     have     I  owe  to 
All  I     liave,    etc. 


Fi^ 


free,  and  knows  no  end. 
ciled    in  him  to    God. 


All  my  bless  -  ings  from  him  flow,  Jesus 


♦-     —        it 


I  t       t         I  t       I       I         I  i  1       '  '       I       I 

Epq^F==^:'l 


died  and  bought  my  pardon,  Paying  all    the  debt  I     owe. 

Pa-iJ— iS>-T— *—•—#— r*^-—® — 0—0—v-G-'-—»  -0 — : ■ -rr 


1  Sad  and  weary  witli  my  longing. 
Filled  with  shame  because  of  sin, 
As  I  am,  in  conscious  weakness, 
Here  I  must  salvation  find. 

Cno.'ius. 
All  of  earth  I  loave  for  Jesus, 


SECOXD    IITMJf. 

I  am  counting  it  but  dross, 
I  am  coming  to  the  Savior, 
I  am  clinging  to  the  cross. 

2  Oh,  the  joy  of  knowing  Jesus! 
It  is  dawning  ou  my  soul, 


3  When  he  lived  on  earth  so  lowly. 
Friend  of  sinners  was  his  name; 

Now  enthroned  among  the  holy, 
He  rejoices  in  the  same. 

4  O,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften, 

Teach  ns.  Lord,  at  length  to  love; 
We,  alas  !  forget  too  often. 
What  a  friend  we  have  above. 


Rev.  B.  M.  Adams. 

I  am  finding  his  salvation. 
And  the  power  that  maketh  whole. 

3  Jesus  now  in  mercy  hears  me. 

Speaks  the  word  lliai  bids  me  live; 
To  his  service  will  I  gladly 
Being,  lime,  and  talents  give. 
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Reverentially. 


.2.-^—* 


Lord  and  Savior  liear  us.    A  Litany. 

hi 


4.  F( 


1.  Wlien  to  thee  who  hast  thy  dwelling,  In  the  heaven  of  light  ex-celling,  We  our  youthful  griefs  are  telling, 

2.  When  at  birth  of    rosy  morning,  Our  glad  songs  shall  greet  the  dawning,  When  the  sun  the  noon's  adorning, 

3.  Or  when  day's  bright  hours  are  end  ing.Wli  en  the  shades  of  nightdesoeiuling.We  are  at  thy  footstool  l)ending 
For       a      life    thy  praise  expressing.  For    a  death  thy  name  confessing.  For  a  heaven  of  endless  blessing' 

0 ^         ^         _^.«>.^^^^^*.^.<Sk#.^^^^^t#.^' 
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Lord  and  Savior,  hear  us. 
_p_«_^ — ^^— r" — g — rr 


zz^t- 


Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY 

ri  ii  ft    ■^"''''    ^''^  '^"''  Tenor 


No  Book  like  the  Bible.* 


-4--*- 


iigfii! 


(No  book   is  like  the    Bi  -  ble.  For  childhood,  youth  and  age; 
I  Our    du  -  ty,  plain  and  simple, We  find  on      every     page. 

t^l^p-^-b-Ft-r- 

:ztzz= 


J.      Quartet. 


It    came    by      in  -  spi  -  ra -tion,     A      light    to    guide  our  way,      A    voice  from  him  who  gave  it, 

•♦•-•-.■•-  ■•--•-  ■*-  ■•-       -0-       -9- 

^=fe=^z:5~^z:FigzrEn==t:=c=t:=fer-K=t^:zz!i— ^iz^^^Ecirztizf 
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♦From  Casket,  No.  2,  by  permission.  CopyRioHT  Notice.— The  poetry  and  music  of  nearly  every  piece  in  this  book  is  Copyright 
property.  No  person,  theretoie,  has  a  right  to  print,  in  any  form,  or  lor  any  purpose  whatever,  either  words  or  mvsic.  If  liymns  or  tunes 
are  reqidrerl  for  Suiiclay -School  Anniversaries,  or  any  other  purpose,  the  publisher  must  be  notified,  and  arrangements  made,  before 
using,  which  will  protect  his  interest;  otherwise  the  penalty  of  the  Copyright  law  will  be  enforced  against  all  known  trespassers. 

ASA  HULL. 


-%h 


No  Book  like  the  Bible.    Concluded. 

Chorum. 
__  ,_^  S_  S_  S fc  _ 


Re    -    prov  -  ing  when  we  stray. 


No    book  is     like    the     Bi    -   bio,  The  bles  -  sed  Book  we  love  ; 


_:i:«;zz^E^z:^=f~»=t=[l*i-=E?-p=Jjr=5=^fe==:5=;r:bp=rclz;p— prf»;:;E 
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I    ' 

a  God    a  -  bi 
S     S 

:zi*zzf-Ei 


The  pil-grim's  chart  of    glo  - 


ly—  It     leads,  it  leads,  it    leads,  it  leads,    It    leads     to  God    a  -  bove. 

•— -^ — 1^—\-> — —J — I 1 — 1-* — 
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1 


2  It  tells  of  man's  creation, 

His  sad,  primeval  fall, 
It  tells  of  man's  redemption, 

Thro'  Christ  who  died  for  all. 
In  sacred  words  of  wisdom. 

It  hids  lis  watch  and  pray, 
And  earlv  come  to  .Jesus, 

The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way. 

For  the  Infant  Class. 


3  Love  God,  onr  Lord  and  Savior, 

Who  reigns  in  heaven  above. 
And  bids  lis  all  remember, 

Our  neighbors  we  must  love; 
P'or  on  these  great  commandments. 

To  Christians  here  below. 
Hang  all  the  law  and  prophets; 

The  Bible  tells  us  so. 

God  cares  for  Me. 

Ist  time. 


4  Oh,  let  us  love  the  Bible, 

And  praise  it  more  ,'ind  more; 
Our  life  is  like  a  sliadow. 

Our  days  will  soon  be  o'er. 
But  if  we  closely  follow. 

The  counsel  God  lias  given. 
We  then  may  hope  with  angels 

To  sing  his  praise  in  heaven. 


2d  time. 


iiiii 


1  Poor  .and  needy  thnuah  I  be, 
God  my  .Maker  caies  forme: 
Gives  me  clothing,  shelter,  food. 
Gives  me  all  I  have  of  good. 


2  He  will  listen  when  I  p'"fiy, 
He  is  with  me  night  and  day ; 
When  I  sleep  and  when  I  wake, 
Keep  me  safe  fur  Jesus'  sake. 


-©-■ 


3  Though  I  labor  here  awiiile. 
He  will  ble.ss  me  with  his  smile, 
And  when  this  short  life  is  past, 
I  shall  rest  with  him  at  last. 


i 
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Far,   Tar   away.  words  and  Music  by  T.  C,  O'KANE. 

Iv:  6;  Kev.  xxi:  24;  leu.  xxxv:  10;  Rev.  xxi :  3;  John  liv:  2;  Tsalma  W:  8;  Num.  x:  29. 

Cliorut.  Solo. 

Far,  lar  a-way,  Where  fair  and  cloudless  is 


1.  "  Oil,  had  I  wings  like  a  dove,"  I  would  fly  Far,  far  a-way. 


a^E^glSE^^^Er.^3=E^t^ 


Duet. 


■ X 1 • ly ^c Sri 


:t^ 


^    '    -      -    '  -        T'     .      . 

ever  the  sky,  Far,  far  awaj-.  Far,  far  away ;  No  need  of  sua  or  moon  there  to  shine.  Far,  far  away  from  th,o 


^—ti—r^ 


'm-    -^ 


:=i:P_!2ziz-?-^=tt=:tj=:^inz:t=ijz:^z:^:zb; 


— •«—#—* 1# — 0.0— 


I                INS                  A       (TN            \ 
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dim  shores  of  time — Je  -  su.<i    the  Lamb  is   the  light    of  that  clime,  Far,  far     a-waj',  Eiir, 
.0 0-'-0~0 1 -g — r* — • — •— * — r* — ,•     ', 


far      a-waj-. 

A 
■f^  '  ■0-   •»■ 


2  "  Oh,  had  f  wings  like  a  dove,  I  would  fly  " 
Far,  far  away.  Far,  far  away  ; 

Whence,  e'en  forever,  has  fled  every  sigh 
Far,  far  away,  Fnr,  far  away. 

Death  never  enters,  and  tliere  's  no  decay 

In  yonder  regions  of  bright,  endless  day  ; 

Ooit  will  himaelf  wipe  Ike  lears  all  away — 
Far,  far  away.  Far,  far  away. 


3  "  Oh,  had  I  wings  like  a  dove,  I  would  fly  " 
Far,  far  away,  Far,  far  away  ; 
Fly  to  my  mansions  of  rest  in  the  sky. 

Far,  far  away.  Far,  far  away. 
The  storm  and  tempest  forever  are  o'er, 
Tliere  joy  and  ijladness abound  evermore: 
Come,  come  ivithus  to  that  beauli/ul  .ihore, 
ii'ar,  far  away  ;  Come,  come  to-day. 


Come,  ye  Children,  and  adore  liijn.  35 

Remabk. —EncA  "  Semi-rhorus"  may  consist  ot  of  tix  or  morn  sopranos  mul  ;\ltos;  mikI  in  the  "Full  Chonis,"  tlifi  Infant  Class  sing 
with  the  alto,  which,  it  will  be  ubserved,  is  the  melody  in  the  part  sung  alone  by  the  Infant  Llass.  Arranaed  eipressly  for  this  work. 

ALLEGRO.  J  I 


I 

1st  Semi-Cho.  Come,  ye  children,  and  adore  hira,  Lord  of  all, he  reigns  above;  Come  and  worship  now  before  hira, 
2d  Semi-Cho.  He  will  grant  you  every  blessing.  Of  his  all  abounding  grace,  Come  with  luunble  liearts  expressinfj 
Full  Chorus.  O  to  feel  the     love  of     Je  -  sus,      O     to  know  that  from  a-bove.        Still  our  heavenly  Falh-er   sees  us 

-:-— -p— J— 0-- 


I       Nf-    •*  _ 


fS»-*-»— • — * — Pi — t — C — u — I 

EEE>EE£EEEt=?3Ef=l 
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He    hath  called  you  by  his  love. 
All  your  grat  -  i  -  tude  and  praise. 
With  an  eye     of     ten  -  der  love. 


On  this  ho  -  ly     day   of    gladness,  We  will  join  in  prais-es  meet ; 


©- 


.J_«L. 


D.  C.  Full  Chorus 


•  *      *-#-.-«--a-*-«--#-— h 


Ev  -  ery  bo-som   free  from  sadness,   All  with  happi  - 

smmmSmM — ^ 


Infant  Class.    Lord  of  all,  our  liappy  voicos 
Now  asct-nd  to  tlieo  alone; 
Every  heart  this  day  rejoices 
Now  to  worship  at  thy  throne. 


FIRST  SEMI-CnOKUS. 

Deare.stchildien,  now  adore  him, 
Swell  aloud  the  joyful  strain  ; 

Every  heart  now  before  him 
Echo  back  the  notes  again. 


SECOND  SEMI-CHORUS. 

While  he  will  accept  the  praises. 
E'en  from  every  heart  and  tongue 

Those  to  him  an  infant  raises 
Still  are  sweetest  of  the  song. 
Full  Chokus.  Praise  to  thee,  0  Lord,  forever! 
(iladlv  now  we  all  nnite; 
Praise  to  thee   ()  (Jod,  the  sivp.r, 
Blessed  Lord  of  lile  and  liylit. 
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Arranged  for  this  Work. 

JO  r 


Come  and  Welcome. 

Words  of  Choras,  and  Xelody,  by  Rev.  L.  HALL. 


-N  — 1- 

'» «  ■ 

* *- 
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Jesus,  who  on  Oilvary's  mountain,  Poured  tliy  precious  blood  for  me.  Wash  me  in  Its  flowing    fountain, 
1  have  sinned,  but,  oh  restore  me  !    F^or,  unless  thou  smile  on  me,    Dark  is  all  the  world  before    me, 


'^=^.  -,—-  ^ — -pjp—tT-  r"^— t" — n — (•-,-1 ^^ 1 — '-T-f — ^-•-  •-  — rie — T—^ — *-,-T:^_-?: — c — m 
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T 


Choms. 


^7\ 


That  my  soul  may  spotless  be. 
Dark  -  er  yet     e  -  ter  -  ni-ty. 


Come  and  welcome,  come  and  welcome, 
Come  and  welcome,  etc. 


Come  and  welcome  to  the  Savior, 


-?-?- 


_«_*_ff_. — __. 


welcome  to  the  Savior, 
Repeat  softly. 


ifSfEjEpES^iEM 


Je  -  sus  bids  you  come  a 


-| 0 0 — 5--*- 

Comc  from  sin's  de  -  lusive  pleasure,  Je  -  sus  bids  you  come  to-day. 

-^■0- 


B:rfe=*Lt=?iE»i=?j=^zizf$t:i=t-fctz=i=-^zz:^EffrTri=_-t==t=Eir= 
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3  In  thy  word  I  hear  thee  saying, 
Coine  and  I  will  give  you  rest; 
And  the  gracious  call  obeying, 
See,  I  hasten  to  thy  breast. 


4  Grant,  oh  gra-nt  thy  Spirit's  leaching 
That  I  may  not  go  astray, 
Till  the  gate  of  heaven  reaching, 
£arth  and  sin  are  passed  asvay. 


Why  stand  Ye  all  the  Day  Idle  ? 
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Words  by  L.  C.  31.,  In  Sanday-Scliool  Times. 

M        In  moderate  time. 

^ 1 \ ! 1 1 1  —  \-9 f a~T M'~  \~M 


T.  C.  O'KANE. 


-1^ .-C 1-2 1^ 1:2 l^-L 

a—i — «n— « — «  —  m — 4 — h 
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If    you   can  not  preach  the  gospel,  Where  the  learned  ami  gifted  meet,      Winning  praise  Croni  rich  and 
If     j'ou    can  not,    in _    the    temple,  Where  tlie    gay  and  wealthy  throng,  Please  them  witli  the  chanted 


If     you   can  not  lead    de 
4.  "Do" not,  then,  sit    i   -   Uly 


m^ 


votion.  Where  as-sem-bled  Christians  pray  ; 
waiting  Foi'    some   greater  work    to     do!" 
42-  .AL  •     .£.     ^      .£.  JL     £i. 


If        you    find  you  lack   the 
Pre  -  cious  time    is     swift-Iy 


-j »-^— »—  -g — 9 — ^ — »— p ^\\j ^ — ^ — 1> — b — D~[ 


^^    -J- 


-\-9'~.—M — n — w — i — Tj'-V^ i *'  '—-y 

You  can    gather  in    the  children,    Who     in 

You  can  seek  the  dreary  dwelling,    Where  the 

You  can     in    the  closet  en  -  ter.     On    -     ly 

Oh,  improve  the  golden  sea  -son,   Grasp  the 


g— rg:— ::;r:j!-;-*— gzzigr=gz:zgi=rf=iir==g:i=rhr 
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est     seat, 
ral     song; 
i   -   fy; 
in      view. 


streets  neglect  -  ed     stray.    You  can    Calvary's  sto  -  ry    tell  them,  You    can  teach  them  how  to  pray, 
poor    ajid    friendless   stay,      You  can    comfort,  aid  ami  cheer  them,  "  Point  to  heaven  and  lead  the  waj'." 
to        the    Sav  -  ior    known.  You  can    humbly   ask  his    bless- ing   On       the    seed    by     others     sown, 
ino-meuts  as     they      fly.       If    you 'd  ear-nest    bo    for     Jo   -  sus.  Now 's  tlie  time  !  you  soon  must  die  ! 


^  —V  - 
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38  Jesus  of  Nazareth  Passeth  by. 

Words  from  the  Examiner  and  Chronicle. 

I     S  N   »    » 


T.  C.  O'Kfc 


1 ^— r-— r^~^ — ^ r ^^^  ~r^  ~r 

Up-! — ^_Lp-p-#-^p pS— F 


1  Wliat  means  this  eager,  anxious  throng, 
I'ressing  our  busy  |  streets  along— | 

This  woml rolls  giitheriiig  day  by  day  ? 
What    means    this   Strange  com-  {  motion, 

say  ?  I 
Voices  in  acxents  liushed  reply,  J 
"  JisuB  of  Nazareth  passeth  by. 

2  Who  is  this  Jesus?    Why  should  he 
The  city  niovo  so  |  mightily  ?  | 

A  passiiia;  stranger,  has  lie  skill 
To  move  the  inulti-  |  tuile  at  will  ?  1 
Again  the  stirring  tones  reply  :  i 
"  Jrsus  of  JJazarelli  passeth  by." 


Words  by  Dr.  C.  R, 


BLACKALL. 


3  Jesus!  'tis  he  who  once  below 

Man's  pathway  trod,  'mid  I  paiu  and  woe;  J 
And  burdened  hearts,  where'er  he  came, 
Urought    out    their   sick,    and  |   deal,  and 

lame.  ( 
Blind  men  rejoiced  to  hear  the  cry:  | 
"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

4  Again  he  comes  !     From  place  to  place 
Hia  holy  footprints  |  we  can  trace.  | 

He  pauses  at  our  threshold— nay 
He  enters— conde-  |  sci-nds  to  stay,  j 
Shall  we  not  gladly  raise  the  cry,  | 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

Let  us  Help  each  Other.* 


.')  Ho!  all  ye  heavy  laden,  come! 

Here  'b  pardon,  comfort,  |  rest,  and  home.  | 

Lost  wanderers  from  a  Father's  face 

Heturii,  accept  his  |  protlered  grace,  I 

Ye  tempted,  there  's  a  refuge  nigli,  1 

"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by. 

6  But  if  you  still  this  call  refuse. 
And  do  such  wondrous  |  love  abuse,  | 
Soon  will  he  sadly  from  you  turn. 
Your  bitter  prayer  for  |  pardon  spurn,  1 
"Too  late  I  too  late !"  will  he  the  cry,  | 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 


H.  R.  PALMER. 
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1.  Lot  us  help  each  other  o'er  life's  rnsged  way  :    Gently  lift  the  fallen  one^  reclaiming  those  who  stray, 

2.  Let  US  help  each  other  in  the  Christian  way,      Taught  by  our  Redeemer's  life  we  can  not  ever  stray, 

.3    Let  us  help  eacli  other,  weary  is  the  way.  Dark  the  days  and  cheerless,  when  from  his  dear  path  we  stray, 
4.  Let  us  help  each  other,  Jesus  "makes  the  way  Straight  and  very  pleasant,  when  we  do  not  choose  to  stray, 


*  From  Palmer's  Sabbath-ScUool  Songs,' by  permission. 


Let  us  Help  each  Other.    Concluded. 
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Cheer  the  sad  and  lonely  with  our  happy  light, 
Guided  by  liis  counsel,  looking  toward  tlie  light 
■Toyouslj-  we  hasten  toward  the  blessed  light. 
He  will  make  the  shadows  disappear  in  light, 


rd: 


Point  tlie  way  of  sure  escape  from  death's  dark  night. 
Wliicli  alone  can  save  the  lost  from  death's  dark  niglui 
(iladly  turn  our  face  away  from  deatli's  dark  niglit. 
He  will  take  away  the  gloom  of  death's  dark  niglit. 


_: ^  — hr J W ^ V-^ 
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'E*: 


i 
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Let  us  help  each  other,  for  there 's  much  to  do,         Striving  to    be   use-ful,  pa-tient,  kind  and     true, 


^— ^ 


::iizrfe=«izi»z:sziii=Sir?=i=t?=i:?!?=t:: 
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Eas-iug  hea-vy  bur  -  dens  oth-ers  have    to  bear.      Let    us  e'er  be   rea  -  dy,  joys  and  griefs   to     share. 


-«>• 


,- ff. 


ti'^ 
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Crossing  Over. 


Words  and  Music  by  T.  C.  O'KANE. 


L  "  One  1iy  one  "  the  bonds  nvc  severed,  Binding  hearts    to  -  gether     here ; 
2.  "  One  by  one  "  they  cease  their  toiling,  For  the  Mas  -  ter  here  be  -  low  ; 


'  One  by  one  "  new  ties  are 
By   the    an  -  gel  bands  at- 

— ^     p«a 


Refrain. 


ad  -  ded 
tend-ed, 


^1 


To  the    land  that  knows  no       tear, 
To  their  endless     rest       they     go. 


at   the 


■0 r-g 0 s;:^:;^ 1 p»-*     » , 1 0—0 0 0 r| ^—0 f 


flow-lng  from  tlie  throne,  Mingling  with 
flowing  from  the  throne, 


>-^- 


I 
the  saiuts  forever,  Where  no  parting  will  be  known. 


^#-5 ::  &_ 
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3  "  One  by  one,"  they  're  ginth'ring  homeward, 
Out  of  every  elinio  and  land  ; 
"  One  by  one,"  they  're  crossing  over, 
To  the  distant,  heavenly  strand. 


;  "  One  by  one,  the  Savior  calls  us, 

In  his  perfect  bliss  to  .shnre; 
May  we  for  the  call  be  ready, 
O,  may  none  be  missing  there. 


Words  by  BONAB. 


Make  h.aste,  to  Live. 


-H--tf— h* «  —  '  —  »— h«-i-«  Tii(— ^ ^  ---'* — *— hiiri--— I— l-'- 


Husic  by  H.  D.  MUNSON. 

— ^  —J — ^—\-» P — ■ — 
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j  1.  Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live,  For  thou  so  soon  must  die.  Time  hurries  past  thee  like  the  breeze 
I  2.  Malce  liaste,  O  man,  to  do  What-ev  -  er  must  be  done.  Tliou  hast  no  time  to  lose  in  sloMi, 
I       3.  To  breathe,  and  wake,  and  sleep,  To  smile,  to   sigh,  to     grieve.  To   move    In  idleness  through  earth, 

' — ^^ r— ^-f-*-f-p-T— ir-i — p-t:-p-p-t^-t, — ^ 14— >- 


Make       haste, 


man,    - 


5 ^ « w — f-m-,~m — H — -^^— F"^ — -.■— ^ -^^ — F-^— . — ^ i- 


swift     the     mo  -  ments 
day       will  soon      be 
this        is       not      to 


I  >        I  I  • 

Make    haste,  make  haste,  make  haste,  O 
Make    haste,  etc. 
Make    haste,  etc.  ' 


man,     to 


live ! 


live. 


man, 


to 


live! 


make  haste,  make  haste. 


man,     to 


live ! 


4  The  useful,  not  the  great; 
The  thing  that  never  dies, 

The  silent  toil  that  is  not  lost, 
Bet  these  before  thine  eyes. 
Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live! 

5  Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live ! 
Tliy  time  is  almost  o'er; 

Oh,  sleep  not,  dream  not,  but  arise, 
The  Judge  is  at  the  door. 
Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live! 


Words  by  Doddrldtre. 


s__fc_J_,_JS_ 


mM 


0- 

1.  Sing     all      ye     ransomed 

2.  Bright  gar-lands    of       im  • 


Returning  to  Zion. 


of      the  Lord !  Your  great  De  -  liv' 
nior  -  tal   joy     Shall  bloom  on  ev' 

■ft-     -» 


Music  by  Geo. 

I 


=:i^:;:J:=jiz:ry^=r=i:7=:^zcqz==ta:*siiz:J 
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bound,  Be  joy  -  ful       in    your  King. 
-  tress,  Like  shadows,  all     are   lied. 


A    hand     di  -  vine  shall  lead    you      on       Thro' 
March  on,  in     your    Re-deem.  -  er's  strength,  Pur- 


•»■  .      •0-       (Ts 


:z — ^— J^ — ^ — K'"\~^i — 1 
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all       the  bliss-  ful    road;  Till    to       the     sa  -  cred  mount  yon  rise,  And  see 
sue      liis   foot-steps   still;  With  joy -ful  hope,  still   fix     your  eye    On      Zi 


your    smiling  God. 
en's  heavenly  hill. 


^,— -_ — a. — ^_i — p —      1 c: 1 1^_.' — 0^^ — , — \ — c — 1 pF-* — ^ F— •- — p_p^_«— p_ 


1  Mortids,  awake,  with  angels  join, 

And  clumt  the  solemn  lay  ; 
Joy,  love,  and  griititude  combine, 

To  hail  tir  auspicious  day. 
In  heaven  the  rapturous  song  began, 

And  swoc't  seraphic  fire 
Through  all  the  sliining  legions  ran, 

And  strung  and  tuned  the  lyre. 


SECOND   nTMN. 

2  Swift  through  the  vast  expanse  it  flew, 

And  loud  the  echo  rolled  ; 
The  theme,  the  song,  the  joy  was  new,— 

'T  was  more  than  heaven  could  hold. 
Down  through  the  portals  of  the  sky 

Tir  impetuous  torrent  lan  ; 
And  angels  flow,  with  eager  joy. 

To  bear  the  news  to  man. 


3  With  joy  the  chorus  we  repeat,— 

Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 
Good-will  and  peace  are  now  complete,— 

.lesus  was  born  to  die. 
Hark  !  the  cherubic  armies  shout. 

And  glory  leads  the  song: 
Good-will  and  peace  are  heard  throughout 

Th'  harmonious  heavenly  throng. 


"I  Long  to  Behold  Him." 

"  To  be  with  Christ,  which  is  far  better. 
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T.  C.  O'K. 


I 

1.  I    long  to  behold  him  arrayed,    With  glory  and  light  from  above;     The  King  in  his  beauty  dis- 

2.  1    languish  and  sigh  to  be  there,    Where  Jesus  hath  fixed  iiis  abode  ;   Oil  when" shall  Ave  meet  in  the 

.jn— 31-1 — I, 1^— 1^— P — i^— /— L I J — -i| — -p— ^— t ;^-;^— ^i ^ ^^ — ^—^- 


Choriis. 


N     S 


• 


played,  His     beauty  of   ho-li-est    love,     f  When  the  storms  all  are  o'er,  I  shall 

air,         And  fly     to  the  mountain  of  God  !  j  When  the  storms  all  are  o'er,  "  hi  the  sweet  by-and-by," 

-&-ff — u — ^—\i — F* — •—•—»—•—• — Fl — ^ — \^-~ 


±z:m=^- 


-[- — I — i »— 5— r* — •— *— * — *— * — r 


\st  time. 


E?=^=SE5EBS^pif:3 


2d  time 


see   him  on    (hat  beau-ti 
[Omit  in  Repeat. 


ful   shore,  by-and-by,    see    him  on  that  beau-ti  -  ful  shore,  by 


and-by. 


__«_.«  _ff — «-  _s — f — •=FC — I — r: 'f-p — a. — ^ — ^ — , [.^rfl„_«_s_^^__u. 
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3  With  him  I  on  Zion  shall  stand. 
For  Jesus  hath  spoken  the  word; 
The  breadth  of  Immanuel's  land 
Survey  hy  tlie  light  of  my  Lord. 


4  But  when,  on  thy  bosom  reclined. 
Thy  face  I  am  strengthened  to  see; 
My  fullness  of  rapture  I  find. 
My  heaven  of  heavens  in  tnee. 


u 


From  the  Singing  People. 


The  Golden  Store. 


PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


-4-M 


1.  In    the    fur-rows    of    thy  life,  Scatter  seed  !  Small  may  be  thy  spi 
2.  Suu  and  shower  aid  thee  now,  Scatter  seed  I  "Who  can  tell  where  grain  m 


rit-fleldjBnt  a  goodly  crop  't  will  yield, 

ay  grow  ?  Winrls are  blowing  to  and  fro, 

1).  S.  Stretch  the  Jurrows  more  and  more, 


■0-^ -f-     ■0-     -0-     •»■ 


Chorus. 


.J_J \^ 
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Sow  the  kind-ly  word  and 
Dai  -  ly  good  thy  sim  -  pie 
God    will  give  thee  all     thy 


deed —  Scat  -  ler,  scat-ter  good-ly  seed  ! 
creed.  Scat  -  ter,  scat-ter  good-ly  seed  ! 
nerjl.    Seal  -  ter,  scat-ter  good  -  ly    seed! 


O  -  pen    then  thy    gold-en    store, 


3  Up!  the  mornin?  flies  away— 
SciittiT  seed ! 
Hand  of  thine  must  never  tire; 
Heart  must  keep  its  pure  desire; 
While  thy  brotliers  taint  and  bleed. 
Scatter,  scatter  goodly  seed. 


4  Tho'  thy  worlc  (should  seem  to  fail. 

Scatter  seed ! 

Some  may  fall  on  stony  ground  ; 

Flower  and  blade  are  often  found 

lu  the  clefts  we  little  heed 

Scatter,  scatter  goodly  seed. 


m — fi — g- 

I — r 

5  Spring-time  always  dawus  for  thee! 
Scatter  seed ! 
Open  then  thy  golden  store. 
Stretch  thy  fiinows  more  and  more, 
God  will  give  thee  all  thy  need 
Scatter,  scatter  goodly  seed. 


Herald   Angels.  specially  contributed  by  S   J.  VAIL. 


1.  Hark!  the  her  -  aid     an  -  gels    sing,  Glo    -   ry       to 

2.  Christ,  by    high-est    heaven  a  -  dored — Christ,  the    ev 


the 


new-born  Kin^;  Peace  on 
last  -  ing    Lord:   Veiled  in 


?EE^ 


J^J^ 


-n i r^==t. 


earth, 
flesh 


and 

the 


Herald  Angels.    Concluded. 


mer  -  cy  mild  ;  God  and  sin  -  ners     re-conciled.       Joy  -  fill     all    ye     na  -  tions  rise— Join  the  triumphs 
God-head  see  ;  Hail,  in  -  car  -  uate    De   -   I-   ty!       Hail,  the  heaveu-boru  Prince  of  Peace  !  Hail  the  Sun  of 


=j^»"r- 


# 


SEE? 


f=f= 


m 


^m 


of       the       skies:  With    an  - 
right-eous-ness;  Light     and 


m 


-JS. 


gel    -    ic      hosts    pro-claim,  Christ    is 
life       to       all        he  brings,  Risen    with 


born 
beal  - 


i 


ftzMZ 
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For  the  Infant  Class. 

J,      ].<<t  Division 


^ 


"Can  you  Tell?" 


li't  Ques^'ort.— Little  schoolmates,  can  yon  tell 
Who  has  kept  us  safe  and  well, 
Thro'  the  watches  of  the  night. 
Brought  us  safe  to  see  the  light  ? 


2d  Question.— Cnn  yon  tell  who  gives  us  food, 

Clotiies,  and  home,  and  parents  good. 
Schoolmates  dear  and  teachers  kind. 
Useful  books  and  active  mind  ? 


\st  Response.— Yefi ;  it  is  our  God  does  keep 

Little  children  while  they  sleep  ; 
He  has  kept  us  safe  from  harm, 
Sheltered  by  his  powerful  arm. 


2d  Response. —  Yes;  our  heavenly  Father's  cai'e 
Gives  us  all  we  eat  and  wear  ; 
All  our  hooks  and  all  our  friends, 
God,  in  kindness,  to  us  sends. 


Concluding  Chorus,  f  Oh.  then  let  us  thankful  he.  For  his  mercirs  larrte  and  free ; 
\  Every  morning  let  us  raise  Our  young  voices  in  his  praise. 
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The  Treasures  of  Heaven,     words  and  Music  by  t.  c 

i^ i^r-1 1 1 H » 


O'KANE. 


9 — * — I* —^-  V  -q-r 


1.  There  B  a  crown  in  heaven  for  the  striving  soul,  Which  the  blessed  Jesus  himself  will  place  On  the  head  of  each  who  shall 


-J. — 9 — •_*_,5«_L^_^_  ^_^_*3_[: g — H-C- 1  - ---Cgl #-! C L. 
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favenly  nice.  ( 


faithful  prove,  Even       unto  death,  in   the  heavenly  race.  Oh,  may  that  crown 


m^E^ 


-  in  heaven  be  mine.  And  I 


Oh,  may  that  crown 


the  angels  shine; 


Be  thou,  0  Lord! 
■-9-0-  N  N  N 


:i^.:^-_i^it— ^:= 


in  heaven  be  mine, 


uide,  Let  me  ever  in  thy  love  abide. 


And  1  among 


the  angels  shine; 


2  There 's  a  Rest  in  heaven  for  the  weary  soul,— 
'Tis  for  all  by  care  and  by  sin  oppressed  ; 
To  the  sons  of  God  it  remaineth  sure, 
And  the  Prophet  says,  'tis  a  "  glorious  rest." 
Oh,  may  that  Rest  in  heaven  be  mine,  etc. 

S  There  's  a  Joy  in  heaven  for  the  mourning  soul ; 
Though  the  tears  may  fall  all  the  earthly  night; 
Yet  the  clouds  of  sadness  will  break  away. 
And  rejoicing  coine  witli  the  morning  light. 
Oh,  may  that  Joy  in  heaven  be  mine,  etc. 


Be  thou,  oh  Lord!         my  daily  guide,  Let  me  ever  in  thy  love  abide. 

4  There  's  a  Peace  in  heaven  for  the  troubled  sotil. 
Where  the  wicked  shall  from  their  troubling  cease. 

And  to  all  the  saints  like  a  river  flow, 
Through  the  endless  ages  the  stream  of  peace. 
Oh,  may  that  Peace  in  heaven  be  mine,  etc. 

5  Tliere  's  a  Home  in  heaven  for  the  faithful  soul, 
In  the  many  mansions  prepared  above, 

Where  the  glorified  shall  forever  sing. 
Of  a  Savior's  free  and  unbounded  love. 
Oh,  may  that  Home  in  heaven  be  mine,  etc. 


Words  by  Miss  SALLIE  M.  KEELER. 


Trustin 


^  ill  Jesus. 

From  School  Melodist  by  permission 


;^=t3 


1.  "T  is    sweet  to  trust    in     Je  -  sus,    Wlien  dark  temptation  's  near, 

2.  'Tis    sweet  to  trust     in     Je  -  sus,    Wliat-ev    -  er  may    be  -  tide, 

3.  'Tis    sweet  to  know  tliat  Je  -  sus,    Sup  -  ports  tlie   dy  -  ing   liead. 


Wiien  Sa  -  tan  waifs  to 
To       linow  tliro'  life's  dark 
And    o'er  deatli's  cliil-ly 


fi^?l^iiiigl?lgi^iiii^^iiiii 


0 0—i : — « 0- 


win  us, 
Avar-fare, 
■\va  -  ters. 


His  gen  -  tie  voice  to 
He  's  ev  -  er  at  our 
By    liiiQ     we  sliall  be 


liear. 

side, 
led. 


To      feel,    tlio'  he!iv-y 
Tlio'  clouds  may  thickly 
Tliat  iu       his  home  of 


la  -  den,  Je  -  sus    was  torapl-ed 
gather,     And  all     the     lieav-ens 
glo-ry      A      man-sion   is    pre- 


9:% 


i* 


tt  — 


_,S 


But,  in  his  strength  victorious.  We  may  our  way  pursue. 
To  know  that  close  behind  them  Tlie  sun  is  shining  siill. 
By  him  wlio  died  to  save  us.  If  we  've  his  sufl'rings  shared. 


SECOND    HYMN. 

The  Gospel  Banner. 

1  Now  he  the  gospel  l)anner 

In  every  land  unfurled  ; 
And  be  the  shout,  liosanna! 

Re-echoed  through  the  world: 
Till  every  isle  and  nation, 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue. 
Receive  the  great  salvation. 

And  join  the  happy  llirong. 

2  Yes,  thou  slialt  reitiii  forever, 

O.Jesus,  King  of  kings! 
Thy  light,  thy  love,  tliy  favor. 

Each  ransomeil  cajitive  sins^s 
The  isles  for  thee  arc  waiting. 

The  deserts  learn  tliy  praise. 
The  hills  and  valleys  greeting. 

The  song  resi>ousivo  raise. 


is 


Jv  _N  -> 


Hear  the  Angels. 

"  Are  they  not  all  miuistering  spirits?  " 

S 


>_-h_ 


c. 


S     N 


1.  Holy  angels  in  their  flight,  Travel  over  earth  and  sky,  Acts  of  kindness  their  delight, 

Winged  with  ineroy  as  they  fl}% 
•#•  S  •#-•#-■•-  ■•-.■•- 


T-"?—^ 


V     / 


Chorus.  *    Gently. 


:r^~^~S"-s-r^ 


-0- 

Coming,  Coming, 

Don't  you  hear  the  angels.  Over  hill  and  plain,  Hear  the  angels  coming,  With  sweet  music  in  their  train? 

— ^__*_«_«_«_«_^ tf'-j'^—f-  "  "" 
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Comins.. 
an  -  gels.         From  their  heavenly  home,  Hear  the  angels  singing  as  they  conie. 

S     S 
.p e «_ 
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3  Had  we  but  an  angel's  wing,  4  Yet  methinks  if  I  should  die, 

And  Jin  angel's  heart  of  flame.  And  become  an  angel  too, 

Oh.  how  sweetly  would  we  sing,  I,  perhaps,  like  them  might  fly, 

Thro'  the  world  the  Savior's  name.     And  tlie  Savior's  bidding  do. 

♦  A  plpasing  effect  i^  prochiced  bj-  hariug  a  s>mi-c!iorus  or  quartet,  in  a  gallery  or  adjoining  room,  sing  nnc  portion  of  the  choruB 
and  the  echool  llm  otiicr. 


2  Though  their  forms  we  can  not  see, 
Thpy  attend  and  guard  our  way, 
Till  we  join  their  company. 
In  the  fields  of  heavenly  day. 


Jesus  ffives  me  all. 


T.  C.  0'KA>L\ 
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'SfEjg 


H^-.N- 


ith  great  and  small.  Christ  yives  me  now  to  do,  .Tosus  lives  and  kivcs  me  all.  And 


Cliornn. 


more— makes  all  things  nc\Y. 


Jo  -  sus  j^ives   me    all, 
-0 p— pffl- 


AU    the  grace 


I  need. 

fi 0 0—rP- 
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Chorus  to  second  hT/mn.—Je  -  sns    paid    it       all, 


Je  -  sua  lives  and  gives  me  all,    Yes, 


all  the 


?^li^[E 


ie^- 


>— ? 


Je  -  sus  died  and   paid  it   all, 


grace 

i- 


I     need. 


All  the  debt   I       owe. 


2  When  onr  Savior  we  receive, 

As  Prophet,  Priest,  and  I-iing, 
We  hy  faiili  divinely  live. 
And  works,  his  tribute  bring. 

3  Christ  in  us  doth  live  and  move, 

We  're  branches  of  tlie  vine  ; 
Jesus,  word  of  life  and  love, 
\\\  faith  and  works  combine. 


Yes, 


all  tlie  debt  I     owe. 


SECO'Sn    HTMN.     (By  using  tlio  small  notes.) 

1  Father.  T  stretch  my  hands  to  tbee,  2  What  did  thine  only  Son  endure  3  Author  of  Faith,  to  thee  I  lift 

No  other  help  I  Icnow  :  P.efore  I  drew  my  breath?  My  weary,  longing  eyes; 

If  thou  withdraw  thyself  from  me.  What  pain,  what  labor  to  secure  Oh,  let  me  now  receive  that  gift-* 

Ah!  whither  shall  I  go?          .  My  soul  from  endless  death?  My  soul,  without  it,  dies. 
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Words  from  Wesleyan  JnTcnile  OfTerin^. 

In  inodei'ale  time. 

'Zj* — ;1^II^~I^ — i^ — 1^ — iL""~ii:~c~^" 
K-8— ^ot* — *— i — * — *p— ^- 


Plenty  to  Do. 


O'KAJfE. 


"  Go,  work  in  my  vine-yard,  there 's  plenty  to  do,  Tlie  bar  -  vest  is  great  and  the  lab'rers  are  few;" 
"Go,  worli  in  my  vine-yard,"  I  claim  tliee  as  mine,  With  blood  did  I  buy  thee,  and  all  that  is  thine^ 
"(to,  work  in  my  vine-yard,"  Oh,"  worlc  while  'lis  day,"  The  bright  hours  of  sunshine  are  hast'ning  away. 


m  -        "^^       ^       •»■       •»■ 


&r-*, V k^ K 1 S (^ -i^ ' 


D 
D. 
D. 


There  's  weeding,  and  fencing,  and  clearing  of  roots,  And  plowing,  and  sowing,  and  gath'ring    the   fruits. 
.  S.  I've  slieep  to  be   tend  -  ed   and  lambs  to    be    fed,        The  lost  must  be  gathered,      the    Avear-y    ones  led. 

Thy  time  and  thy  tal  -  ents,  thy  lof  -  ti  -  est  powers.  Thy  warmest  af-  fec-tions,    thy   sun  -  ni  -  est  hoiu-s. 
S.  In   pain  and  lempt-a  -  tion,  in   anguish  and  shame,  1    paid  thy  full  ransom,         my  pur-ch;ise     I      claim. 

And  night's  gloomy  shadows  are  gath-ering   fast;       Then  tlie  time  for  our  labor  shall  ev  -  er     be     past. 
S.  And  blessed,  thrice  blessed  the     dil  -  i  -  gent  few,       Who  '11  finish  the  labor         I  've  giv'n  them  to     do. 

'S.»-      -9-      -0-     •*-      -0-       ^        ^        -        -        ^        _         ■•-■*-•-•-_  -o-  ns  ••-'S^'Ov/rv 

—  -  i — -[•■ — I — I — I F — g — p^ — I* — r^g: — P~'i"l — P — — * — f~        * — rl — I — ~  — *"~r 

, V       V       S       I 

t — s-Nr-'^^^ < '- — ^ — ^ — •— h* — M 

fi» — -N-Kh* — « — • — « — -^ '--h-i — ' 


i?v=ifNz:iI'5ziJ^r 


-^ ^-^d — » — m-    w — i 


There  are  fox-es 
I 
lie 


wU 


to  take,  there  are  wolves  to  destroy ; 
-  ly  yielded  my  kingdom  for  thee, 
the   morning,  and  toil    all    the    day. 


§! 


All  a  -  ges  and  ranks  I  can  ful  -  ly  em-ploy; 
The  song  of  arch-an  -  gels— to  hung  on  the  tree; 
Thy  strength  I '11  supply  and  thy  wa-ges     I'll    pay; 

1 0 — ^__,— L.  — y. — r,—^ * 


CJtorus. 


Plenty  to  Do.    Concluded. 
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--2-F^— . ^ — i^— ■•! — «— .- « — ^ — tf_-ti!_»__?__^._a — ^    I    — ^^_:j^ 1 


Go       work,  Go       worlc,  Go  work  in    mv  vineyard,  there 's  plenty  to  do, 

Go  work  in    my  vine-yard,  go  work  in    my  vineyard.  Go  work  in    my  vineyard,  tliere  's  plenty  to  do, 

■•-    ■•-    _■•- ■^^:»-_    ^__  ^     '^ 

-» — » — »--p^j— ^- 
V — /i — 5 — 5_f:p=ip: 


Go    work,  Go    work.  The  har  -  vest    is 

Go    work,       work,  work,      worli, 


^       hi       r.  p     p     p— p 

:=;;;=:::^i:^lz=ifiz^:^^=zz=j  r 


and  the    lab'  -  rers     are 


m 


'SM^^mM^M^MM^WMMMmm 


For  the  Infant  Class, 


Evening  Hymn. 


^zi^— I^II^=iIEB^zII^=B=F=^-=:>■-:^-?^"E* 
i?— ;-.--  5— 5 — s— L, — 0 — ^_t^ — J — ,__^_[:^ 

1.  Now  the  gold-en  beams  of    day,    In    the  west  are    fad-ing;) 
Eve-ning  lints  of     so-  ber   gray.  Fairest  scenes  are  shad  -  ing.  j 

2.  Let    our  slumber,  ealm  and  light.  Free  from  care  and  sorrow,  { 
Make  us  feel  all  fresli  and  bright,  When  we  wake  to-mor-row.) 


Sweet  re-pose   on 
And     in  shin-ing 


all     a  - 

worlds  a 


round 
•  bove, 


Si    -    lently      is    steal -ing 
Where  night  cometh  never. 


-0- 

Hushed  is  ev  -  ery    bn  -  sy  sound,   Softened  ev  -  eiy 
W'liere  tlie  Savior  reigns  in  love,     i\Iay  we  dwell  lor  • 


With  animation 


Zion,  City  of  our  God. 


-^^-^ 


T.  C.  O'KANE. 


I     t     t    I'    ^    "^     »     » 


— rr-f ^-r«-i — '" — I 1 1 — I r 


Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken,  Zion,  cit    -   y  of  our  God; 
He  whose  word  can  not  be  broken 

>  >  ^'    ^     ■  ^  J  ^  ^  ^  ^^v  J    I    . 


•      • 


Form'd  thee  for  his  own    a    -    bode. 


Zi     -    -    on,    city  of  our  God  ;        Form'd  tliee  for  liis  own  abode. 


g^^?EE: 


citj'  of  our  God  ;        Form'd  tliee  for  liis  own  abode. 


On    tlie  Rock  of  Ages  found 
•f2. ^ Jfi. 


Wliat  can  shalse    thy  sure    re-pose!  Witli  salvation's  wall  sur- 

S    S    S    S    I  !  «       .  m 

0  a  0  g  e_ 


On 


the 


Rocli  of  Ases  founded.  With  sal-va  -  tion'i 


J—-]- 


crescendo. 


-h 1 ! 1 ^,-^-m—f- — '■ -| — ' ' -rH ' 1 i-r  - 


-0 

round-  ed,    Thou  inayst  smile  at  all  thjM'oes, 


r~; r 1 i-i 1 1- 

hii — » — U  -i-  «»-r» — I:;,— r 

I — » — j^— .'-T — I — r-'  -tr-  r — ©--"^iS-i- 

-    at   all    thy     foes,  Tliou  mayst  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 


\l 


4B-      ^ 


walls  surrounded, 

2  See,  the  streams  of  living  watei-s, 

Springing  from  eternal  love. 
Still  supply  tliy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remo\  e. 
Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 

Ever  tlows  our  thirst  t'  assuage  ? 
Grace,  which,  lilie  the  Loi'd,  the  giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 


3  Round  each  habitation  hovering 

See  tlie  cloutl  and  lire  appear! 
For  a  }?lt)ry  and  a  covering, 

Showing  tliat  the  Lord  is  near. 
He  wlio  gives  us  daily  manna, 

He  wlio  listens  when  we  cry. 
Let  him  hear  tlie  loud  liosanna 

Rising  to  liis  tlirone  on  liigli. 


From  the  Sunday-Seliool  Advocate. 
Boys. 


Pilgrim's 


Som 


Girls. 


— Kt s--F-^ — s-F-'^ — s — *^  -^•- 

— 1> — 1^ — ^-j, — I — f  19 — ^n l-T-#- 

-  ,  ~g • 0 S ^ O 


HEXUI  WELLS. 

s , 
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1.  Whither,  pilgrims,  are    ye     go  -  ing,  E.ich  with  staff  in  liantl? 

2.  Fear   ye    not    tlie  way   so     lone-ly,  You,  a       fee  -  ble  band  ? 


Wo 
No, 


are    go-ing     on     a       journej', 
lor    liiends  unseen  are  near    us. 


i -tr—* •_!.-tr_^ri_« — c — . — p#-'— • — • — ^ — p(0 ,'tr ft «_•_"?■_  ■Jr-_'^i_±~ « 


V  y  Clionta. 

At      the    Icing's  com-mand ;  O    -    ver    plains,  and  hills,    and  val 

An  -  gels   round    us    stand  ;  Christ,  our  lead  -  er,    walks  be  -  side 


■0-        -«• 


"t?       ?       r       y     ?       ?       "       ■ 


-^— * * * 0  f0  —0 0_i--0—\P. ' 

^      ^     -  *  •- 

to       his    pal  -  ace.      We     are       go  -    lug      to 
ho      will    guide  us,      He      will    guard,  and  he 


— 0 

liis 
will 


3  Tell  me,  pilgrims,  what  you  hope  for 

In  the  better  land  ? 
Spotless  robes  and  ciowiis  of  glory, 

From  a  Savior's  hand  ! 
We  shall  drink  of  life's  clear  river, 
We  shall  dwell  with  God  foi'evei-, 
We  shall  dwell  wilh  God  forever, 

In  the  belter  laud. 


4  Will  you  let  me  travel  with  you 

To  the  better  land? 
Come  away,  wc  bid  von  welcome 

To  f>iir  little  baud  ! 
Come,  oh  come  !  we  can  not  leave  you, 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  you, 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  you, 

In  the  heller  luud. 
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"Escape  to  the  Mountain." 


T.  C.  O'KANE, 

-J l 


— I — ; H — K-t— ' ' 1 — I — i^ 1 1— I — I S r-1 1 1 — I — ' ' — r 

— i.-U-j — J — « — f-5 — |_*;_L*_^__, — I — \i — ! — , —  . — Lg, — ^_.::d_.l  ^ — «— S — F# — S — I- 
— •— hg — a— • — \-^ — ^—m—l — *-«— •-*j--h#— «— a— ^ — I — 5— •— hS— * — - — F%^— F 


1.  The  voice  of  free  grace  cries  "  escape  to  the  mountain,"  For  Adam's  lost  race  Christ  hatii  opened  a  fountain, 

2.  Now  glo-ry    to      God  in  the  higliest  is      giv-en ;  Now     glo-ry    to     God   is    re  -  eclioed  in    lieaven, 

3.  O  Jesus  ride  on— thy  kingdom  is  glorious;  O'er  sin,  deatli,  and  hell  thou  wilt  maUe  us  vic-torious; 

4.  When  on  Zion  we  stand,  having  gained  the  blest  shore,  With  our  harps  in  our  hands,  we  will  praise  evertnore; 


•*-■#-      •0-   ■«-■»•     -^ 


^         J  _     '   _  ' I l_ 1 i'_    J ' I _i__4_*»_ _]   ''^        ■  ''^ 

-Jr-fe— W — Fn — i — • — F* — ^ — j^ — F-i— ^~* — F* — » — ^-^-F-i — I — J— F^— »— H^ — sF-'       ~-i— F — i— ^— r 
•^  "ir     *'       -—    •*•  ■*       II 

For     sin    and   un-clean-ness,  and  every  transgression.  His  blood  flows  most  freely  in  streams  of  salvation. 
A  -  round  the  whole  earth  let  us  tell  the  glad  story,  And  sing  of  liis      love,    his  sal  -  va-tion  and  glory. 
Thy  name  shall  be  praised  in  the  great  congregation.  And  saints  shall  ascribe     un-to  thee  their  salvation. 
We'll  rang©  the  blest  fields  on  the  banks  of  the  river,  And  sing  of    re  -  demption  for  -   ev-er  and    ev-er. 

I  I  I  * — ^ 

^— 1 — -^ ^ ^ — ^ — 0 — I ^ — ^ — f —  • — 0 — , , 1 I a. — ^-— ^ —  0^       ^ — r*— • — r 

B^z— »--Hi — I i — h* — p—»--\p — I — I — F»— »— » — t*— ^-^t~th:~' — *~' — F' — f~t"E»— •— E 


■t?"p   r-f-r- 


ChoriiK.   ' 


^  >    t^  I       1/ 

Hal  -  le-lu -jail      to  the  Lamb,    Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah    to    the  I.arab,  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah    to    the  Lamb,  who  has 

-#-.•#--«•  ^_      -o-      ■»-      -0-   -0-     -»       -f-   ■»- 


*  Use  this  slin-  iu  Xha  second  .and  tldrd  stanzas  oii/i/,  and  the  next  slur  in  i\ic  first  anA  fourth  stanzns  only 


"Escape  to  the  Mountain."    Concluded. 


55 


pnr  -  chased     our  par   -   don,    We '11  praise  him       a  -  gain       Wlieii  we     pass        o 

— » <m # — h» # # — Y0 # # — h© 1 Y\ '- 


ver   Jor  -  dan. 


Words  by  J.  F.  Warner. 


m 


Silent  Nisht. 


From  DcTotional  Harmonist. 


-^ , — ^_ , — I _j^ 1 — — \ ^ 1 — I V— I s — N-| V r 


1.  Si  -  lent  night!    hallowed  night!    Land  and  deep,  si  -  lent  sleep,  Soft-ly  glittei-s  bright  Bethlehem' 


star, 


gj 


g 


11 


Beck'ning  Is-ra-el's  eye  from  a  -  far,  Where  the  Savior  is       born 


Where  the  Savior  is       born. 


.2i====;i=5=^-5=SzTi§=9=:W-TE^rzV.p=;i=:ji=p4^.-r.£=5_ 
• ^t/— ^-ts-l — ^ ^1 — \ 


2  Silent  night!  hallowed  night! 
On  the  plain  wakes  t  lie  strain, 
Snng  by  heavenly  liarbingers  bright. 
Filled  with  tidings  of  boundless  delight, 
|:  Jesns,  the  Savior,  has  come. :{ 


#-p 


V-r-t^-j-^-'-S— « 


3  Silent  night!  hallowed  night! 
Earth,  awake!  silence  breD.k, 
High  your  chorns  of  melody  raise. 
Sing  to  heaven  in  anthems  of  praise 
|:  Peace  forever  shall  reign.  :| 


5G 


Keep  on  Praying." 


Vvords  by  Mrs.  31.  A.  EIDDEK. 


J_J^ 


T.  E.  PEKKIXS,  from  Sabbath  Carols,  by  permission. 


::3^r 


:^=? 


::t5: 


^■= 


iiiiZ^ 


1.  Loiifc  my  spir-it.    pined  in  sorrow,  Watcliing,  waiting    all    in    vain,  Waiting  for     a     gol-den  morrow, 

2.  Y(^    who  sigh  for    ho-ly  pleasnres.  Yo  who  mourn  your  load  of  sin,  "  Koep  on'praying,"Tipav'nly  treasures 
o.  How  the  au- gel-band   re  -  joi-ces,  When  a    kneeling    mortal  prays,  Hear  Ihem  cry  in  heavenly  voices, 

.    -^     -^     -*•     ■«- 


.t--,fL«L,. 


•»•      ■#-••#-■•- 


z^ *_, 


i^^-^-g-'  o— » — o — Fg — g — » — i>-'-p# — p — »^-»— pg —  0 — p — p»---p— » — *~"F* 


-I , — 

-g—  g- 


Free  from  worldly  care  and  pain.  When  I  heard  a  sweet  voice  saying,  In  the  accents  of  a  friend.  Cheer  up,  brother, 

In  the  end  yon  're  sure  to  win.  Wrestle  with  the  Lord  of  glory.  Lay  your  troubles  at  his  feet.  Plead  with  faith  in 

"  Keep  on  praying  "  all  your  days.  Pray  until  you  reach  fair  Canaan,  Reach  the  pearly  gates  of  day,  Then  your  bliss  shall 


C^. — g— -g — g — I \\ S—H i 1 ' hg — g— g — g-=— kg-  -g — g — »—[■»—»—] kg-  -g— g — g- 

I }^ . 1 L| 1 L^ H— (-— I ' ' ' —I ' 


r-T 


.J — ^s_4 


T— p-r-r 


"  keep  on  praying,"  Keep  on  praying  to    the  end.  When  our  wayward  tho'ts  are  straj  ing,Whea  God's  mercy 
Cal  -  vaiy's   story,     Till  your.j<^ys  are  all  complete.  When  our,  etc. 
end       ill       glory.     And  sliali  never  pass   a  -  way.  When  our,  etc. 

H*-    JL  4L      ^      M.      ^ 

cv-:i:|^^t^^g— g-'-  l-g---g--g — F— E^— -i ©--[g — g — g----g— Pg — g — g — e— pF — t — E — E-"E 

»!._. ^ 1 p--r— r ^ ^- r'^ir-r— r— t?-"" 


Keep  on  Praying.    Concluded. 


i>v 


i=:1=^T 


.J_,_i_J_J- 


J ^^-J- 


II'  II 

ns  delaying,  Then  in  faitli  we  '11  keep  on  praying,  f  Keep  on  praying,  ) 

»      _^      m      jf^  .   a    jt_      a  •*>.         *^  Keep  on  praying,  j'  Keep  on  praying    to    tjie    end. 

■#-■•-■•-■1—        -t—        4-^-^—    -*—        -I—        -••^  .0.        .0.        .0.     .^  '.#^1  ■*-« 

c\\  —  p— p— •— •— p» — • — 0-^-0-\-0 — 0 — a — •— FlF — r — »— •-•-f I »---•— • — *— FF — I ^    [f 


Jesus  is  our  Shepherd. 


-i — r 


MUNSON. 


1. 


/See    Israel's     gentle  Shepherd  stands  With  all  en -ga-ging     charms; 
(  Hark  !  how  he  calls  tlie  tender  laniljs.  And  folds  them  in  liis    . 

-J— H^. 


O     Je  -  sus,    be    our 


Shepherd,  O 


aherd,  O       Je-sns,  be    our  Guide;  Pro-tect     ns  by    thy  powerful  arm,  F'or  all  our  wants  pro -vide. 

Q7|=:|rJ::^-r-i--Lzzt=-^pferr^zz»=:i:?—^-i:=raq:t-t=t— pzirt— 

I  ^  •        I  •     I  k^  I       i 

2  Permit  Ihom  1o  iiiiiiroach,  he  cries,  3  He'll  lead  us  totheheav'nly  streams  4  The  feeblest  lamb  amidst  the  flock 

Nor  scorn  their  humble  name;  Where  living  waters  flow  ;  Sliall  be  ils  Slieplierd's  care  ; 

For  'twas  to  bless  such  souls  as  these.  And  guide  us  to  tlie  finitful  fields  While  folded  in  ihe  Savior's  arms 

The  Lord  of  angels  came.  Where  trees  of  knowledge  grow.  We  're  safe  from  everj-  snare. 


58  The  Moniiiii 

Sopi-ano  full  and  firm;  other  parts  light  staccato. 

^— --8— g-F^  -  v---:-T^— *  — *— 


of  Rest. 


— 1 «^i— 


i»g  of  rest, 
-  ful  to  -  day, 
would  1    be. 


The 
And 
Kor 


1.  now  sweet  is     the     Bab       ...    bath,  The  morn 

2.  Oh,     let  me    be      thought    -       -         ful       And  prayer 

3.  In  -  struct  nie  my     Sa       -       -       -      vior,    For  thine 

z — _a_..^L^ — ^ — ^ — ^  ^ 

1.  How  sweet  is  the  Sabbatli,  How  sweet  is  the  Sabbath,  The  inorning  of  rest,  The  morning  of  rest.   Tlie 

2.  Oh,  let   nie     be    thanlcful,  Oil,    let   nie    be  thankful  And  prayerful  to-day,  And  prayerful  to-dny.  And 
o.  InsLruct  me  my  Sa-vior,    Instruct  me    my    Havior,  For  thine  would  I  be,  For  thiiie  would  I  be.  Nor 

\--9 — -{j- — f-y* * » * —  * * » — f — * f # »-|->— > — / — / — - — > — »—»—» — # — ' — -y-l- 


^     > 


?    P     P     t?" 


of  the  week 
spend  the  time 
1       too      younj 


Which  I 
Or  in 
To       be 


i§S75-[^lH£[ 


The  day  of  the  week  Which  I  ought  to  love  best.  Which  I  onglit  to  love  be^^t.  The 
And  nut  spend  the  time  Or  in  tri-fling  or  play.  Or  in  trifling  or  play  ;  Re- 
Nor  am     I     loo  young  To    be    no-ticed  by   thee.  To     be     noticed  by  thee,        Kc- 


I , F  —  fi — •  -o-l  I  -4r  »  h 


V  ?  ?  f 


Tlie  Moriiiug  of  Rest.    Concluded. 
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morning  the  Savior  arose  from  tlie  tomb,  And  toolc  from  the  grave  all  its  ter  -  ror  and  gloom, 
memlj'ring  these  seasons  were  graciously  given.  To  teach  me  to  seelc  and  pre  -  pare  me  lor  heaven, 
new  all  my  heart,  keep  me  firm  in  thy  ways,  For     the6       would  I    serve  and  to      thee     give  the  praise. 

■*■    JB-    4t    Ht  •         ^'^    M-    ^       ^    ,  ^        ♦.    A-Ht 


-»  'r»' 


§:^t^=^=^=t=^: 


Very  Slowly. 


Meet  Again.    Quartet. 


->^ N 


Arr.  from  \ew  Lute  of  Zioii. 


1.  ]\reet  a-  gain  !  meet  a  -  gain  !  Words  of  truth  how        bean-ti-ful !  By      a    loved  one  sweetly  spoken, 

2.  Meet  a-  gain  !  meet  a  -  gain  !  Balmy      words  at  parting  hour,  When  the  paths  of  life  diverging, 

3.  Meet  a-  gain  !  meet  a  -  gain  !  When  we  're  called     to  weep  aloue,  When  tlie  grave  .some  friend  has  luken. 


Words  of  truth  how  beautiful ! 


-&- — -s- 


■ — •^\^-.-» — * p— ^ 1 — *-«-•• — i — !"-£ 

^  r—       ^*~  ry      i8 it — *~r* » — * — p 


V 


G 

When  the  trembling  heart  is  broken,  How  they  cheer  the  fainting  soul.  How  they  cheer  the  fainting  soul. 

We    our  diflf-'rent  ways  are     urging,    Faith  in  .Tesus  gives  tliem   power,  J'aith  in  Jesus  gives  them  power. 

These  blest  words  shall  bliss  awakenr "  Meet  again  with  joys  unknown,"  "  Meet  again  with  joys  unknown." 
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J.  E.  GOULD. 


The  Shadow  of  the  Rock. 

From  Songs  of  Gladness,  by  permission  of  J.  C.  Garrii^ues  &  Co.,  Publishers. 

±=^.-==izr^=^:z^—-r—::^j::i:~czi:-3-zizzri^ 

r  *  I    I       — '  I  I 

1.  The  shadow  of  the    Rock  !     Stay,  pilgrim,  stay  !  Night  treads  upon  the  heels  of  clay,  Tliere  is  no  other 

2.  The  shadow  of  the    lloclc  !     All  come  alone,  All  ever  since  the  sum  hath  shone,  Who  traveled  by  this 

3.  The  shadow  of  the    ilock  !  To     weary    feet  That  have  been  diligent  and  fleet,  The  sleep  is  deeper 
4.  Tlie  sliadow  of  the  Rock  !  One  day  of  pain,  Tliou  scarce  wilt  liope  tlie  lloclt  to  gain,  Yet  thou  wilt  sleep  thy 


t=t=br.-^-S=^=:s~^:zEp=:S=:fe=ii=E?z:?i!'-'d 

'f—^—Yf — '■ — F~' — ^ Fi — I — I — ' — b ' — ' — I 


this      way.    The  Roclt  is  near,  the  Rock  is  near.  The  well  is  clear,  the  well    is    clear, 
a    -    lone.     Be      of  good  cheer,  be  of    good  cheer,  A  home  is  here,  a  home  is     here, 

more  sweet.  Oh,  wearv  rest,  oh,  weary  rest.  Thou  art  sore  pressed,  thou  ai  t  sore  pressed, 
plain ;   And    only  wake,  and  only  wake,  lu  heaven's  daybreak,  in  heaven's  daybreak, 


Rest  in    the  shadow    of     the    Rock, 


Rest  ill    the  shadow    of     tlie    Rock,  la   the  sliadow  of     the    Rock. 


At  the  Sabbath-School. 
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With  anintaiion.  ,  ,  2d.         T,  C.  O'KANE. 

S  S       S  ^     I 


l.f  Wlipn  the  morning  liglit  drives awoy  the  niglit,  Witli  the  sun  so  bright  and  full. 


And  it  draws  its  line 

■o- 


to  tlie  liour  of  nine,  I  '11 

S    S     _N    _N  ^S 


way  to  Sabbath-school. 

H*-#-  t 


■  For  't  is  there  we  all  agree.  And  with  happy  hearts  and  free,  I  '11  a-way, 
And  1     love  to  ear-ly  be,    At  the   Sab  -  bath-scool. 


way  to  the  Sabbath-school,  I  'II  a  -  way,  I  '11  a  -  waj',  1  '11  away  to  the  Sabbath-school. 

way  to  the  Sabbath-school,  I  '11  away,  I  '11  awav,  I  'II  awaj',  I  'II  away  to  the  Sabbath-school. 

m       m       M  I  S  I       /■T^  rr\         S 
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m 


\/    V 

In  the  class  I  meet  with  the  friends  I  greet 

At  the  time  of  morning  prayer; 
And  our  hearts  we  raise  in  a  hymn  of  praise, 
For  't  is  always  jsleasant  there; 
In  the  Book  of  Holy  Truth, 
Full  of  counsel  and  reproof. 
Wo  behold  the  guide  of  youth. 
At  the  Sabbath-school. 


3  May  the  dews  of  grace  All  the  hallowpd  place. 
May  the  sunshine  never  fail. 
While  each  blooming  rose,  which  in  memory  grows, 
Shall  a  sweet  perfume  exhale: 

When  we  mingle  here  no  more. 
But  have  met  on  Jordan's  shore, 
We  will  talk  of  moments  o'er, 
At  the  Sabbath-school. 
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Come  to  Me. 


Lively. 


H.  D.  MUNSON. 


me,"  said  blessed  Jesus,  "Come,  come  to  me  ;  "  He  invites  us,  lie '11  receive  us.  From  sin  set  free, 
liim,  we  must  serve  him,  And     every     day,   We  must  ask  tlie  Spirit's  guidance.  To  teach  tlie  way. 
Father,  send  thy    Spirit    Down  from  a-bove.  That  we  all  may  come  to  Jesus,  And  learn  his  love. 


Chorus. 


— ; — 5 — a_t^_ij^ — s-:H — • — w — i— P — * — ---If 

I  Blessed      Je  -  sus,  lov  -  ing    Je  -  sus.    He     is    still    the  childi-en's  friend. 

j  He    will  bless  us,    he   will  keep  us And  from  every       ill     de  -  fend. 

I  ■«-      -0-      •»-      -0-       ^       •»-      -0-  •*-       m        ^        n         •*■•*-       ^  ' 


Trust. 


Words  by  The  Dean  of  Canterbury. 


Music  by  T.  C.  O'K. 


Iei^SeI 


1.  I  know  not  whetliordark  or  bright,  Shall  I  l)e  my     lot;     If  that  wherein  my  hope  delight.    Be    [best  or  not. 

2.  My  bark  is  wafted  from  tlie  strand,  By         breatli  divine.  And  on  tlie  lielm  there  rests  a  hand  Otii-    er  than  mine, 
o.  He  holds  me  when  tlie  billows  smite,  I     |  sliall^  not  fall,  Ifsliarp,  'tisshort;  if  long,  'tislighl;  He  |  tempers  ail. 

■*-■•-       -»■ 


Trust. 


Conchided. 


Dear  faces  may  surround  my  hearth  With  I  smilesaiul  glee  ;  Or  I  may  dwell  alone,  and  mirth  Be  strange  to  me. 
One,  who  has  known  in  storms  to  sail,  I       liave  on  hoard  ;   Above  tlie    raging    of    the  gale    I   have  mj'   Ijord. 
Safe  to  the  land  !  safe  lo  the  land  !  The    |  end    is     ihisi      And  then  with  him  go  hand  in  hand  Far  into  bliss. 


Give,  Cheerfully  Give. 

Words  by  FANNY  CEOSBV,  in  Sabbath  Carols. 


_N_Js .S_  _|___N_ '.__ 


1.  Give  !  give!  clieerlul  -  ly    give,  As   God  hath  given  to    thee;    Po 
'2.  Give  .'give!  cheerful  -  ly   give,  Tho' small  may  be  thy  st'^e;  Oh, 


to   all    is    the  great  coTnmand,  Ani 
in  vain  was  the  widow's  mite,  Thei 

;    ^-'.  •f"  ^  ff         ^  .      0 


D.  r. 


tliine  a  crown  shall    be. 
give  and  trust  for     more. 


/  Give  to  the  widow  and  orphan  one.  Whose  burden     is    hard   to  hear; 

(  Visit  the  liomes  tliat  are  pool'  and  dark.  And  scatter  tliy  treasures  there. 

(  Give  to  the  weary,  the  sick, and  faint.  Oil   hanisli   the   tearis  they  shed; 

1  Do  it  in  meekness,  and  love  to  Him,  Who  giveth    thy    dai  -  ly  bread. 


_  u m __x_ m ^tf-»  r ' :_, ^_j . , 

R:i  —■■ ' F^---^-^-F:-f^-i -~. 

>^  5  -— *  '-f—f  r"r~n — r-7-l-: -»^j---—g- - — -— 

3  Give!  give!  prayerfully  give 
Wlieie'er  thou  canst  relieve; 
And  tliou  Shalt  prove  it  is  far  more  blest 
To  givr  than  to  receive. 


Give  to  tlie  spread  «f  the  gospel  light. 
To  those  by  the  cros.s  who  stand  ; 

CJive  to  the  missions  at  home  and  abroad. 
Oh.  give  with  a  bounteous  hand. 
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Still  MarcliiiiJ?  on. 


Words  and  Music  by  T.  C.  O'KANE. 


,    f  Foi»    Jesus  we  are  soldiers,  Not  for  a  day,  but  life;   Unseen  our  foes,  yet  real.  They  give  us  daily  strife. 
(But    Jesus  is  our  Captaiu,  While  in  this  world  below,  Tliro' him  we  all  1 


may  conquer,  As  marching  ou  we  go. 


•-*.   Jt  4t   #. 


p.— ii— T— • — r#-=-#— I 1 — , i j r-0~9—»-'-0 — 0-- »— r«  —•— !=--»—«— s — •— r*- *  0—0-  0—0 m- 


^    >    ^ 


Chorus. 


— f—\-0-^-Z—^,~0—i-.-0~[^0-, -0—0    1-0— 0-^-0  \-0-ii-0—0  -r-0  —  0- 


Repeat  softly. 


We  '11  still  keep  marching  on.  We'll  still  keep  marchingon.  We  '11  still  keep  marching  on  to  the  end. 
We'll  .siill        keep     marching    on,       marching  on.  We '11  still  keep       marching         on   to    the  end. 

^—ji — 0 — r-0 0 0 1 -rfe— — — i-7^S — S^r-ii-r* » 1 • r  »—*■-=—» — *---rrr 
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2  We  '11  never  be  discouraged, 

Though  difiiculties  rise. 
And  seem  to  slop  the  pathway 

That  leadeth  to  the  skies. 
Yet  we  will  travel  onward, 

Not  fearing  any  foe. 
But  ever  looking  upward, 

As  marching  on  we  go. 


For  the  Infant  Class. 


3  Whatever  Jesus  bids  us. 

We  '11  gladly  ha>sle  to  do; 
Wherever  he  may  lead  us, 

We  '11  gladly  follow  too. 
We  '11  daily  seek  for  wisdom 

And  grace,  for  these  we  know 
Will  all  the  way  be  needed. 

As  marching  on  we  go. 


4  The  Bible  we  will  cherish 

As  "Counselor  and  Guide," 
A  light  unto  our  footsteps, 

Whatever  may  betide. 
In  song  we  '11  tune  our  voices, 

And  let  our  praises  flow. 
In  thanks  to  God  unceasing, 

As  marching  ou  we  go. 


Let  the  Sabbath  Day  be  Blest. 

1      s  I 


•  1^^ -C»_^_^-4,_«_^.L5 — J-J-;X« — «_« 'e-^0 — 0-0  \'^ *-#-« 1 


1  Let  the  Sa'obath  day  be  blest. 
Day  of  joy  and  da.v  of  rest; 
Songs  of  prai-<e  ascend  on  high, 
Hallelujahs  fill  the  sky. 


2  Let  the  Sabbath  day  be  blest, 
iJay  of  joy  and  day  of  rest ; 
Humble  prayers  to  God  ascend, 
God  our  Fatlier  and  our  Friend. 


3  Let  the  Sabbath  day  be  blest, 
I>ay  of  jov  and  day  of  rest ; 
Gladly  herir  his  holy  word. 
Gladly  learn  the  way  to  God. 


Safe  ivitliin  the  Tail. 


C5 


.y -_ 


—V-^-J 


Arranged  especially  for  Dew  Drops. 

J ! ^s_J__^s 
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1.  "  Ivand  a-head  !  "  its  frnil"?  are  waving    O'er  tlie     liills     of    fadeless    gi-een  ;  And  the       liv  -  ing  waters 

2.  Ou-ward,  bark!  the  cape  I 'ni  rounding;  See    the     bless-ed  wave  their  hands;  Hear  the    harps    of  God  re- 


^•-«-   -^   -4- 


t  Chorus.  K,       ^ 
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lav  -  ing,  Shores  where  lieavenly  forms  are    seen, 
sounding  From  the    bright     im  -  nior-tal      bauds. 


Rocks  and    storms     I  '11  fear  no 
Rocks  and    storms,  etc. 


more,  When  on 


a=fe='iziC=:p: 


li^iEi: 


:ZF 


M 


.S_J 1_ 


Ritard. 


that  .    .      e  -  ter-ual    shore;  Drop  the  an-clior!  Furl  the   sail! 

•^  •      A  jt  .It  jL    .^7>.     .    ^      I    ^"-^^   .#-   .     -^tTi. 


5:^Ei 


I    am     safe  . 


Xr0 

-# — 0- 
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within  the   vail. 


^•§—#— #—»—»- 


^        ^^^^^-. 
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3  There,  let  go  the  anchor,  riding 
On  this  calm  and  silvery  bay ; 
Seiiward  last  the  t  ide  is  gliding, 
yiiores,  in  sunlight,  stretch  away. 


r-?- 

4  Now  we  're  safe  from  all  temptation, 
All  the  storms  of  life  are  past ; 
Prnise  the  rock  of  our  salvation, 
We  are  safe  at  home  at  last. 
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From  Hallowed  Songs,  Revised.  Eveililig   ShadOWS. 


S.  J.  VAIL. 


ls<. 


2d. 


1.  f  Onlj'  waiting  till  the  shadows 
\  Only  waltiuH;  till  the  glimmer 

2.  J  Only  waiting  till  the  reap-ers, 
( For  the  suininer  time  ia  ended, 


Area       lit-tle    longer  grown, 
Of  the  day's  last       .       .       .    beam  is  flown.  Till  the  night  of  death  Is 
Have  the  last  sheaf  gathered  home, 

Andtheantumn       .       .       winds  have  come.  Quickly,  reapers,  gather 
#•■*■•*•  I  •#-••-■#-■#- 


S  '-  --3— #— F^— j» — ^—^—v-G — ^— !-•—*— H — I— •— • 


v^-?-*- 


_N  _.N 


faded  From  the  heart  once  full  of  day.  Till  the  stars  of  heaven  are  breaking.  In  the  twilight,  soft  and  gray, 
quickly,     The  last  ripe  hours  of  my  heart.  For  the  bloom  of  life  is  withered,  And  I  hast-eu  to  de  -  part. 

:^b:^;i=:p=£:^^Ez===z=?±.=.b-:i;^tz--r:zir=c=iE5^ 

Cliorus. 

•  >  '^\   \         "        "     I         1 

waiting,  only  waiting  For  thesumraons  to  the  grave.  And  I  'ni  trusting,  solely  trustinp:,  Tn  almighty  power  tosave. 

■0-0-     -0- 
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Only  waiting  till  the  angels 

Open  wide  llie  mystic  gate. 
At  whose  feet  I  long  have  lingered, 

Weary,  poor,  and  desolate; 
Even  now  I  liear  their  footsteps, 

And  their  voices  faraway. 
If  I  hey  (Mil  tne  I  am  waiting, 

t)iil)  waiting  to  obey. 


i  Only  waiting  till  the  shadows 

Are  a  little  longer  grown  ; 
Only  waiting  till  the  glimmer 

Of  the  day's  last  beam  is  flown  ; 
Then  from  out  the  gathering  darkue.ss. 

Holy,  deathless  stars  will  rise, 
By  whose  light  my  soul  will  gladly 

Wing  its  passage  to  the  skies. 


Jordan's  Bjinlis. 


In  moderate  time. 

1.   fOn 
JTo 


Jordan's  st.orm-y    banks    I  stand,  And  cast      a  wish   -  fill      eye, ) 
Canaan's  fair      and  hap  -  py  land,  Where  inj'  possess  -  ions   lie.    / 


^  ^  ifJ 

Chorus  to  each  stanza. 


We 're  go-hig  lioiue    to 


(>7 


#.     #■  *  -^  hB- 
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lieaven  above,  We  've  almost  gained  the  shore,  We  're  goinj 


home  where  all  is  love,  To  live  for  evermore. 


i 
1 


On  Jordans  Banks. 

2  Oh,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene. 

That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  living  green, 
And  rivers  of  delight. 

3  O'er  all  those  wide  extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day  ; 
There  God  tlie  Son  forever  reigns. 
And  scatters  niglitaway. 

4  No  chilling  winds  or  poisonous  breath 

Can  reacli  that  liealthful  sliore; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

5  When  shall  I  reach  that  liappy  place, 

And  be  forever  blest? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 
And  in  his  bosom  rest. 

6  Filled  witlr  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Would  liere  no  longer  stay  ; 
Tho'  Jortlan's  waves  around  me  roll. 
Fearless  I'd  lauucli  away. 


The  Heavenly  Jerusalem. 

1  Jerusalem!  my  hap])y  home! 

Name  ever  dear  to  me! 
When  shall  my  laliors  have  an  end, 
In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee? 

2  Oh,  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend. 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up. 
And  Sabljatlis  have  no  end  ? 

3  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay? 
I  've  ('anaan's  goodly  land  in  view. 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

4  Apostles,  martyrs,  i>ropliets,  there, 

Around  my  Savior  stand  ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  Join  tihe  glorious  liatid. 

5  Jerusalem!  my  happy  bonic  ! 

My  soul  stilliianis  for  thee: 
Then  will  my  laljors  have  an  end, 
When.l  tliy  joys  shall  see. 


G8 


To  Thee!  0  Lord!  to  Thee  I 


Andante,    p 


pp 


Words  written  and  music  arransed  expressly  for  this  Work. 
•  n  AUeyru.  ist  lime,  p.    l.'ci  time,  /. 
-  -  ih.  \     \ 


1.  To    thee!  to  thee!  to  thee! 

2.  To    thee!   to  thee!  to  thee! 

3.  To    tliee!  to  thee!   to  thee! 


O  Lord  ! 
O  Lord! 
O  Lord! 


O  Lord  !  our  God  ! 
O  Lord!  our  God! 
O  Lord!  our  God! 


Thy  love  abounding,  Our  steps  surrounding, 
Tliy  fear  possessing,  Thy  name  confessing. 
May  we,  if  straying.  Or  puce  de  -  lay-ing. 


High  praises  sounding,  We  now  come  to  thee. 
May    we  be    pressing    Ev  -  er    on    to    thee. 
E'er  heed  Ihee,  saying,  "  Come  ye  back  to  lue.' 


^w  0 

In  mercy  hear  us, 
Grant  us  thy  fa-vor. 
Do    thou  befriend  us, 

Quartet. 


still  be  thou  near  us,  Oh  guide  and 
O  blessed  Savior,  Help  our  en- 
Ev  -  er    at-tend     us,    Thy    Spirit 


m^^ 
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Riiard D.  S.'^^ 


Love  the  Savior. 


Cheer  us.  O'er  life's  rolling  st;a. 
dea  -  vor,  Servants  thine  to  be. 
send    us.    Us    to  lead  to       thee. 

-^ ■ — I 9--\ «-p-*-©  '-^— rr 


■| — r 


/  ^^  ,^  /* 


,;hty  Friend,  When  I  begin  thy  prai.se, 
I  2.  I      trust    in  thy  e  -  ter-nal  word.  Thy  goodness  I   a-dore, 

3.  Awake  !  awake  uiy  tuneful  powers,  With  this  delightful  song, 

-fr   -•--•-  ^  -^ 
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Chorus. 


I  Love  the  Savior.    Concluded. 

•0-  '  -0'  •0-       :        -0- 


Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end,  The  numbers  of  thy  prraee. 
Send  df)\vn  thy  grjice.  O  blessed  Lord,  That  I  may  love  thee  more. 
And    en  -  ter- lain  the  darkest  hours,  Nor  think  the    season      long. 


I     love  the    Pavior, 

I      love  the    Savior,  ete. 

I     love  the    Savior,  etc. 


-_-y-U_« 0 _ #-=-# — r-0 * 0 0—r' • g—r»-'-^ — I r#---*-^-»— r| -0 r 


-^--^ 


•         ■#■  j  •0-    '      -0- 

1     will  praise  him,  I  will  praise  him,  For  his  grent  sal-  va  -  tion.  For-  ev  -  er,      ev  -  er  -   more. 

01^  •0-       -0-       -0-       ■0-  #■*-■*-*■•-*  ^ 


For  the  Infant  Class. 


HOHMAN. 


IS^^I^"iEife_=riEi: 


1  I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus, 

Tlie  spotless  Lamb  of  God  ; 
He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us 
From  the  accursed  load. 

2  I  bring  my  gviilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  his  blood,  most  pi'ecious. 
Till  not  a  spot,  remains. 


I  lay  my  Sins  on  Jesus. 

I     I      I      ;                                             I     i 
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3  I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus. 

My  l)urdens  and  my  cares  ; 
He  from  them  all  releases. 
He  all  mj'  sorrows  shares. 

4  I  love  the  name  of  .lesus — 

Immanuel.  Christ  the  Lord! 
Like  fragrance  on  tlie  breezes, 
His  name  is  spread  abroad. 


5  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild  ; 
I  long  to  be  lilce  Jesus. 
The  Fatiicr's  holy  child. 

6  I  long  to  be  with  .Tesus, 

Amid  the  heavenly  throng; 

To  sing  with  saints  liis  praises, 

And  learn  tlic  angels'  song. 
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WUh  feeling. 


The  Stranger  at  the  Door. 

lleveiations,  iii:  20. 


T.  C.  O'KANE. 


-*— L-S — 5 — I — g-L-fl — 0 — 0 — 0-^0 — ^ 1: 


stranger     at    the  door,  He    gcut-ly  knocks— has  knocked  beforo,  Plas  waited  long,  is 

■»-        -0-        ■«-        •»■  ■*-■•-  -0- 

■#-        -*•                        ^         +—        4—        4—        -4— ■          4—        -I—           4— 
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■wait-ing  still,  You  treat  no  oth  -  er  friend  so   ill. 


Oh,    let    the  dear  Sa-vior  come   in,  He  '11 

come  in, 


-i=;=Ft=t=;=r=b— -!-t=Ht— Et=C::t— C=*rr:c=:E? 
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{It  -^  #    ^• 

cleanse  the  heart  from  sin,  Oh,  keep  him  no  more,  out  at  the  door,  But  let  the  dear  Savior 
Iroia  sin, 

1  JL  ^tititi  ti,.0.  N        .^♦X       .^^^f:2;.^5^ 


come  in. 
come  in. 


2  Oh,  lovely  attitude — he  stands 

Willi  meiting  lieart  and  loaded  hands; 
Oh,  matchless  kindness — and  he  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  his  foes. 

i!  r.iit  will  he  prove  a  friend  indeed? 
lie  will — ihe  very  friend  you  need  ; 
The  FriL'iid  of  sinners?    Yes,  'tis  he, 
\>'iLh  garments  dyed  on  Calvary. 


4  Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine, 
Turn  out  his  enemy  and  thine; 
That  soul-destroying  monster,  sin. 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

5  Admit  him,  ere  his  anger  burn — 
His  feet,  departed,  ne'er  return  ; 
Admit  him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand 
You  '11  at  his  door  rejected  stand. 


Little  Pilgrims. 


From  Golden  Hours. 


Jlelod)  by  Rpt.  L.  HALL. 

^g^— ^l'— jj  - 
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1.  Lit  -  lie  pilgrims,  stay  and  tell  ns,  Whither,  whither  do  yon  go,  Treadinglightly,  daily,  nightlj-, 

2.  Lit  -  tie  pilgrims,  stay  and  tell  lus.  Of  the  lioine  to  which' you  go.  Grief  uiul  sigliing,  piiiii  and  dyiii 

3.  Lit  -  tie  pilgrims,  stay  and  tell  us,  May  we  go  along  wilhyou?  Earth  is  dreary,  we  are  wear-y, 

■0-  -e-  .  ■»-  ■»-  •»-  -0-  SN 


Murm'ring  music  soft  and  low, 
There,  as  here,  do  chil-dren  know  ? 
We  would  find  that  henven     too. 


fTroadiag    lighflv, 
\Dai-  ly,"" nightly, 
(Grief  and  sigliing, 
\  Grief  and  sighing, 
(  Eartli  is    drear-y, 
\  Earth  is    dreur-y. 


a 

dai  -  ly,    nightly,   Mnrm'nngmu 
treading  light-ly.  Glad    and    hap  -  py 
pain  and  dy  -  ing,  liit  -  tie      ehil  -  dren 
pain  and  dy  -  ing.  No       one  there    sliall 
come  yo    A\M?ar-y,    I'hore  is    room      e- 
CDiiie  ye    wear-y,    Share  t)ur   joys      for- 


^        •"        >        >        ^ 
,S__.,S ^ 
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on    we    go,         Trav'Iing  to    onr 

on    we    go.         Treading  lightly, 

nev-er    know,  1 

ev  -  er    know,  )' In    that  hap  ..  py    home    in 

nough  for  you,  | 

ev  -  er    new,     /In    that  hap  -  py    home    in 


home 
dai    - 


ly, 


heav  - 
night 

heav  - 

heav 


en, 

ly, 


Eles-sed    home  liy  Je  - 
Murm'ring  music    soft 


en, 


Bles-sed 
Bles-sed 


^■«  Words  from  Standard  Singer 

Duel.    Smoothly. 

« — z « 


My  Savior  and  Friend. 


^  — 0-i—m-^ — — I ^^^ — J- 


c. 


Lt--—: 


-±d 


drear  -  y,     Light    of     the  glad ; 


r  r 
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Home     of    the    stranger,  Strength  to  the      oud, 


Ref  -  uge  from  dau  -  ger, 


Sav  -  ior  and  Friend. 


^g; 
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Refrain.    Spirited,    mf.  \st  time.   ff.  2d  time. 


Glo    ry  be     to       Je  -  sus,  Wo 


Je  -  sus,  World  without   end,     Praise  to  our  Re-deem  -  er,       Sav- lor  and  Friend. 


Pillow  where  lying. 

Love  rests  its'  head, 
Peace  of  ihe  dying, 

Life  of  the  dead  ; 
Path  of  the  lowly. 

Prize  at  the  end, 
Breath  of  the  holy. 

Savior  and  l-"riend. 


3  When  my  feet  stumble, 

1  '11  to  thee  cry  ; 
Crown  of  the  humble. 

Cross  of  tlie  high. 
When  my  steps  "wander. 

Over  me  l)end. 
Truer  and  fonder. 

Savior  and  Friend. 


lllil^^iii 


4  Ever  confessing 

Thee,  1  will  raise 
Unto  thee  blessing, 

Glory,  and  praise ; 
All  my  endeavor, 

World  without  end. 
Thine  to  be  ever, 

Savior  ami  l-'riend. 


Oh,  Refresh  Us. 

"  I  will  lead  them  in  paths  they  have  not  known." 


T.  C.  OKANE. 
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1     f  Gently,  Lortl,  oh    gent-ly  lead  us  Through  this  lonely  vale  of  tears  ; 

(Aud.O  Lord,  in   mer-cy  give  us Thy  rich  grace  in  all  our  fears. 

1    i     I     r  r    r  r        P  /*  5  ^  r    r 


^*fe&i 


fOh,    refresh 
t  Oh,    refresh 


ns.  Oh,  refresh 
us.  Oil,  refresh 


US,  Trav'ling  thro'  this  wilderness, 
us 


Trav'ling  thro'  this  wilderness. 

S 


2  When  temptation's  darts  assail  us, 
When  in  devious  paths  we  stray, 
Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us, 

Lead  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 
Oh,  refresh  us,  oh,  refresh  us, 
Trav'ling  through  this  wilderness. 


T' 


3  And  when  mortal  life  is  ended, 

Bid  us  in  thy  l^osoni  rest; 

Till  by  angel-bands  attended, 

We  awake  among  the  blest. 

Then  we  '11  praise  thee,  then  we'll  praise  thee 

In  a  sweeter,  nobler  strain. 


SECOND  nYnry  TO  "on,  hefresh  us." 


1  Oh,  my  soul,  what  means  this  sadness? 

Wherefore  art  thou  thus  cast  down  ? 
Let  thy  grief  be  turned  to  gladness, 

Bid  tliy  restless  fear  be  gone  ; 
Look  to  .lesus,  look  to  Jesus, 

And  rejoice  in  his  dear  name. 


2  Though  ten  thousand  ills  beset  thee. 
Though  thy  heart  is  stained  with  sin  ; 
Jesus  lives  ! — he  '11  ne'er  forget  thee, 

He  will  make  thee  sure  within. 
He  is  faithful,  he  is  faithful 
To  perform  his  precious  word. 
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Sailing  for  Glory. 


From  the  Polyphonic. 


1.  Lo!  the  gos-pel    ship    is    sail-ing,  Bound  for  Canaan's  peaceful  shore,    All  who  wish  to    sail    for 

1 ^ 1^ — *-       ' —- — 0 — '-j ■ 


Chorus. 


glo  -  ry,    Come     and  wel-corae,  rich    and  poor. 


Glo    -    rj^    glo  -  ry,    hal  -  le  -  lu -jah.  All    her 

^     ^     ^  I 

■    tr-._r-— ^— T— r 
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sail-ors    loud-ly    cry; 


While  the  bliss-ful    port  of    glo  -  ry     O  -  pens    to    each    faith-ful    eye. 


2  Thousands  she  has  safely  landed, 

Far  beyond  this  mortal  shore  ; 
Thousands  still  are  sailing  in  her, 
Yet  there 's  room  for  tliousands  more. 

3  Sails  -well  filled  with  heavenly  breezes, 

Swiftly  waft  the  ship  along. 
All  her  company  rejoicing; 
"  Glory  '  "  bursts  Irom  every  tongue. 


4  Do  not  fear  the  ship  will  founder, 

Tliough  the  foaming  billows  roar; 
Jesus  Christ  will  safely  guide  her, 
To  her  destined,  happy  shore. 

5  Come,  poor  sinners,  be  converted; 

Hail  with  us  o'er  life's  rough  sea; 
And  witli  us  you  will  be  happy--- 
Happy  in  eternity. 


From  Casket,  No, 


Heavenly  Mansions. 

I  s 
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As  sung  by  Pliila.  Prayinar  Band. 


blue,  e-the-real  skies,  Thousands  of    stately  mansions   rise,  Built  by    the  si'e'it  .Tehovah's 
sor-row    enters    in,      The    weary     heart  is    freed  lioui  siu,  And  tho' on  eartli  the  cross  we 


§i{| 


Z—^-T^Tr-^G  •_ 


#-    A. 
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Chonis. 


y 
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There  nevermore  is  night  or  noon. 
No  sun  e'er  shines,  no  star  nor  moon  ; 
The  K'ory  of  onr  Father's  throne 
Gives  light  to  mortal  eyes  unknown. 


4  Ah,  who  shall  own  these  mansions  fair? 
Wlio  to  this  grand  estate  be  heir? 
All,  all  who  own  the  Savior's  name. 
And  on  his  love  will  rest  their  trlaim. 


ii)       Words  by  Rev.  Win.  HUNTER,  D.  D. 

,ii .  -n-H^ 1^—- ^ V-    -V ^ 


Angels'  Weicome. 
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1.  (Saints  of  God,  what  glo-ries  meet  yon,  As  from  flesh  released  you  fly 
1  Home  to  heaveu  where  augels  greet  you, 

It 
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Refrain.                                                             1st.                    2d. 
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Welcome  home,  welcome  home.  Welcome  to  your  home  on  high. 
Welcome  home,  welcome  home,  Welcome  to  your       .       home  on  high. 


i^=pt=L=:rtzip5=iiz:5z:p=p-=^=-iryfC=c:=:S=ri 


'  Hold  only  in  the  I'opeat. 
4  Mourners,  you  have  ceased  yoiu"  sighing 

All  your  (la\s  of  sorrow  o'er  ; 

Sickness,  weeping,  pain  or  dying. 

Yon  sliall  never  witness  more. 

Welcome  iiome,  welcome  home, 
Welcome  to  our  happy  shore. 


5  You  are  not  unknown  in  glory, 

)IV  have  watched  o'er  all  your  ways, 
And  the  saints  who  came  before  you, 
Y'on  shall  gieet  in  fond  embrace. 
M'elconie  home,  welcome  home, 
to  this  holy  place. 


AVek 


2  Warriors,  all  your  wars  are  ended. 

All  your  sti  ile  and  all  your  pain. 
Foes  with  wliicli  y(m  late  contended, 
Grace,  triumphant  grace  hath  shiin. 

Welcome  home,  welcome  home, 
Never  shall  they  harm  agaiu. 

3  Pilgrims,  you  have  ceased  to  wander, 

Man.\  a  weary  step  you  trod  ; 
Henceforth  rest  you;  blazing  yonder, 

See  the  glorious  mount  of  God. 
Welcome  home,  welcome  home, 
Welcome  to  your  bright  abode. 


6  Welcome  here  to  dwell  forever, 
Washed  in  Jesus  cleansing  blood, 

Never  shall  you  wander,  never 
Leave  this  briglit  and  blest  abode. 
Welcome  home,  welcome  home. 
Ever  welcome,  saints  of  God! 


For  tho  Infant  Class.  The  Holy  Sabbatli  Moriiing. 


1  On  this  holy  Sabbath  morning. 

We  again  togther  meet. 
To  unite  our  hearts  and  voices. 

And  approach  the  mercy-seat. 
Lord,  may  we  po.ssess  the  spirit 

Of  our  Savior  and  our  God  ; 
Feeling,  praying,  .leting,  giving. 

That  thy  name  be  si^rcad  abroad. 


2  Here  we  come  to  search  the  Scriptures  ; 

Here  our  ofTrings  too  we  bring, 
That  the  wilderness  may  blossom, 

And  the  desert  places  sing  ; 
That  the  many  now  in  darkness 

May  arise  to  light  divine ; 
And  tlie  gospel  in  it.s  brightness 

O'er  the  darkened  earth  may  shine. 


D.O. 


It  Shineth  on  the  Grave. 


m, 1 — — I  — w_i — ^ — — .  —^ ^^...p^_ 


GEO.  S.  BRAUN. 
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qui  -  et  grave,  Where  wearj'  ones  have  gone;  It  watches  with  an  -  gel  -  ic 
vot-edones     Are    sleeping  side  by      side;    It    lalletli  where  the    maiden 

the 
ber 


shineth     on      the 
gleanieth  where  de 
o.  Yet    it  is  well !  that  changeless  ray,  A  deeper  thought  should  throw  ;  When  mortal  love  pours  torth 
4.  But  there 's  an  Eye  that    never   sleeps,  That  watcheth  o'er  the  bed    Of  loved  ones,  as  theyslumbt 


-«-• — i 0 0—r, 


-.it: 
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gaze, 
rests, 
tide, 
there, 
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-6>- 
Where  the  dead  are  left  a  -  lone.  And  not  a  sound  of  bus  -  y  life.  To 
Who  in  her  beaii-tj'  died.  There  is  no  grave  in  all  the  earth,  Th 
Of  un  -   a  -    vail  -  ing  woe.   It      teach  -  eth    us       no     shade   of      grief,    Ca 

A    -    inong   the       si  -  lent  dead.  The    eye      of    Him    who    took     a   -    way     Th 

-f-J-r-«-i 0 


the 
at  star- 
n  touch 
e    spir  - 


still 
light 
the 

it 
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grave-yard  comes.  But  peace-ful  -  ly  the 
hath  not  seen,  It  ga  -  zeth  calm  and 
star  -  ry  sky.  That  all  our  sor  -  row 
once      He     gave,    His  voice  will  bid       it 

■f^        -0-  .      ^  •«- 


sleep  -  ers     lie,    Down   in     their      si   -    lent 
pas  -  sion-less,    Where  a   -    go    -    ny      hath 

li   -    eth  here.  That     glo  -  ry         is        on 
rise       a -gain,  Tri  -  umph-ant    from     the 


-6>- 
homes, 
been. 

high, 
.grave. 
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By  permission. 


Bz^-^  -S- '  F<^ --*— ^— ?— Fg-^- 

1.  Brother,  you  may  work  for  Jesus, 

2.  Brotlier,  you  may  pray  lor  Jesus, 

U—-—-_^_t—--p  *-;--• — »  — I p^ — 0 — j 1 pP — I t>—r\ — 


The  Christian's  Mission. 

Words  and  Music  by  T.  C.  O'K,  in  Singing  Pilgrim. 

IT 


>— ^ 


God  has  given  you  a    place 
In  your  closet,  and  at  home. 


In  some  portion  of  his  vineyard,  And  will 
In  the    village,  in  the    clt  -  y,     Or  wher- 


-<9-         _    ■#- 


give  sus-tain  -  ing  grace.  He    li 
ev   -  er    j'ou  may  ioam.  Pray  t 


_^    _h 
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hat 


bid  - 
God 


den   J'OU  "  (lO    la -bor,"  And  has  promised 
may  send  tlie  Spir  -  it     In  -  to   some  dear 

^    s    s  I       > 
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Sinner' 


Hit. 


ingdom    of    your  Lord,  In  the  kingdom     of  your  Lord, 
bear  some  humble  part,  You  may  lx;ar  some  humble  part. 


Si.Tfez=:t=S=pt— s: 
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Brother,  you  may  "  sing  for  Jesus," 

Oh  liow  precious  is  his  love  ! 
Praise  him  for  his  boundless  blessings 

Ever  coming  from  above. 
Sing  how  Jesus  died  to  save  you. 

How  your  sin  and  guilt  he  bore; 
How  his  blood  hath  sealed  your  pardon: 

"  Sing  lor  Jesus  "  evermore. 


4  Brother,  you  may  live  for  Jesus, 

Him  who  died  that  you  might  live; 

Oh  then  all  j'our  ransomed  powers 
Cheerful  to  his  service  give. 

Thus  for  Jesus  you  may  labor. 
And  for  Jesus  sing  and  pray  ; 

Consecrate  your  lite  to  Jesus- 
Love  and  serve  him  every  day. 


Let  me  Come. 

S.,  in  Xorthwestcrn  Christian  Advocate. 
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ed      Je-sus,  that  thou  art  ;    With  my  wen,  -  ry,      longing    lieart,  Wiih  mv  hopes  and  witli  iny  fears, 
me.  Savior,  liear  tliy  cliild— Trembling,  falling,     sin   de  -   tiled—  Help,  ol'i  help!  my  soul  demands! 
Re-doem-er,  let  mt?    rest       Prostrate     on    thy      loving      breast.  Wa-sh  me    in    that  crimson  tide, 
unseen,    O  Love,  di  -  vine,    Since  I 'm  tlnne  and  tlioii  art  mine,    llest  -  iug    iu   tliy  strong  embrace. 


^       JS-sJL       A. 
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and  mv 
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Witli  my    sighing   and  my  tears,  I,et    me,  Je  -  siis,  come  to  thee, 

T^et      me  grasp  thy  bleedinff  hands,  Ijet    me,    Savior,  come  to  tlieo. 

Dropping  ti'om  thy  wounded   side.  My     Re-dcem-er.   let  me    come, 

Gaz  -  iug    ou    tliy  calm,  sweet  face,  Fa-ther,  keep  t!iy  liappy    child, 


Let  me,  .lesus,  come  to  thee. 
]jet  me.  Savior,  come  to  thee. 
My  Re-deemer,  let  me  come. 
Fa-ther,  lieep  thy  happy  child. 


^  ¥>  I     ""     »/       ^       • 

Lend  a  listening  Ear. 


Music  b)  J.  J.  JULI.VX. 


d^B-^- 


D.  C. 
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*       I       1       I          '          I         /"J                                      D.  C 
^    -' — «_.|S)_«_ — --g,.'     (S—^ —      m      Q 


.     f  .Tesus  high  in  glory.  Lend  a  list'ning  ear;  When  we  l>ow  iiefore  thee,  rhildven's  praises  hear. 

\  Tho'  thou  art  so  holy,  Heaven's  Almighty  King,  Tliou  wilt  stoop  to  listen,  Wlicn  thy  praise  we  sing. 
2    /  Save  us.  Lord,  from  sinning.  Watch  ns  day  by  d.ay.  Help  ns  now  to  love  thoe,  Talve  our  sins  away. 

(.  Tlien  when  Jesus  calls  us  To  our  heavenly  home,  We  would  gladly  answer,  "  Savior,  Lord,  we  come  ! ' 


80 


Not  too  fast. 


T.  C.  O'KANE. 


How  Beautiful  upon  the  Mountains. 

uJ+'  vi.\is.i|  I  <«r\ 

5  f+ii  o 1 — I — K S     v- — -V — Nc 1^-| — , ^ ^ — r*    . — ^-^ ' 1 — I rr — ! — i — K ^ 1 ■- 


1.    f  How  beauteous  are       their  l'ee(, 

(  Who  brUig  sal-vation  on  their  touf^ues,  (OiiiU) 
D.  C.    Zi    -   on    be-hold  your  Savior    King,      (Omit) 


Wlio  stand  on  Zi  -  on's    bill, 


And  words  of  peace  re-veal ; 
He  reigns  and  triumphs  here. 


How  charming  is  their  voice,  So  sweet  the  tidings  are,  How  beautiiul  upon  the  mountains  are  the 

How  beau-ti-ful  up-on  the 

D,  C     I        r^    ^   k     i.   rv    :^    ,     t  — ^  i  N 


-M 


I* — r*--»-j-  .-tf~*        X-  — KJ—r   —  — 


^f-*f-»— F»-*-»-»— •— F®  ——A'y—v-\ — F— F®"rt^ — b -^ —~\ — ! — F*3— <f— iT-*— h— i— 


i 


feet  of  liiin  that  bringeth  tidings,  good        ti-  dings  of 

mountains  are  tln>  feet  of  liini  that  bringeth  tidings  of 


good,    that  publisheth    sal- 
good. 


-^•>^-.^,^-J 


s   s 


I  s- 


-s-r-s -— F — k^— >— -i^— b   o— F* — * — F— Fo — -F^ ^^ — — 


3  The  watchmen  .loin  tlieir  voice. 
And  tuneful  notes  employ  ; 
Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs. 
And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 


The  Lord  makes  bare  Ids  arm, 
Through  all  the  earth  altroad  ; 

Let  every  nation  now  heboid 
Their  Savior  and  their  God. 


||^^=a^=F*'- 


How  Beautiful,  etc.    Concluded. 
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RU. 


!=^l!is3^^ilili^^P^Jliilill 


tion,  That    saith  un  -  to       Zi   -    on, 

That  pub  -  lish-eth    sal-  va  -  tion,  That 


saith  un  -  to 


Ihy 
Zi    ■ 


on. 


God  reign-eth  ! 
God    reign-eth. 


m 


"  We  Hear  thy  Gentle  Yoice." 


BBYEB. 


Duet. 


9   It —\ — I 1 — I 1 — — '^-«-.-^ 


1.  Remember  thy  Creator,  While  youth's  fair  spring  is  briglit, 
While  yet  the  sun  shines  o'er  thee,  Wliile  stars  the  darkness  cheer 
3    lleniember  thy  Cre  -  a-tor,  Be-l'ore  the  dust  returns 

4.  Before  the  God  who  gave  it  Tlie  spirit  siiall  ap-pear. 


:-q-+ 


We  are  com  -  ing. 
We  are  coining,  comlnj 


we  are 
coming,  coming 
S     S 


Before  thy  cares  are  greater. 
While  life  is  all  before  thee, 
To  earth— for  'tis  its  nature. 
He  cries,  wlao  died  to  save  it, 

)- — 0 — S «-.-#^^|-^-i— I— ^ 1- 


Before  shall  come  the  night. 
Thy  great  Cre-a-tor      fear. 
And  life's  last  ember  burns. 
Thy  great  Cre-a-tor    fear. 


f?   ^   ^   :/   ^   ;/ 


9- 


commi 
comin 

0 


We  ai'e  coming,  blessed  Savior, 
We  are  coming,  blessed  Savior, 


^ — S-r-H- — 


reare  coming.    We  hear 
ning,    coming.    We  liear 

^r, — ^ b-^-F->^-^ \- — ' ^-•-g-F»-»-»-j \] — ; -; — F-v-p=F-F'9-"-FI 

^  ■      '^  ^  "?  i    V  V  V  ^      ^    ^  »  p    r 


We  are  coming,      we  are  coming.    We  hear  tliy  gentle  voice. 
We  are  coming,  coming,    coming.    We  liear  thy  gentle  voice. 


82      Words  by  Uct.  Wm.  HUNTER. 


1.  f  A  home  in  heaven  !  what  f 
1  His  Iieart  oppressed,  and  b^ 

-J ff _| j #     *   -, .0 0- 


A    Home   in   Heayen.        From  tUe  standard  Shigcr.     T.  C.  O'K. 
ist  lime.  2d  time.  JiU.  ad  lib. 


joyful  thought,  As  the  poor  man  toils  in  his  weary  lot. 

•anguish  driven       .       .       .       From  his  home  l)eiow  to  his  home  in  heaven. 


^— B— I — r  '-i—h 1— 


r  ^  P  f  ,    r 


ChoTmn. 
Trav'ling  on 


9— V  i^iij^p-— =i::^:^;:zi;^ipi;:z=:== 

H • 1^^ — N-hc* — ■ ^-.-#^S  i*"^^ — ' 


so  glad  and  free,  To  a 

so  glad  and  free, 


home 


for  you  and  me, 

for  you  and  me, 


^^^-b- E  — b-5— *7-  ^-^— •^-F*-  ?-«-•- 


-^^  (•- 


=E 


•  ^— P- 


rF?-FB=ts=»=^=^=p= 


Come  and  join 


our  pil-grim    band, 

our  pilgrim  band. 


Tiav'li 


ling  to  the  promised  heavenly  land. 


2  A  home  in  heaven  !  as  the  sufferer  lies 
On  Ills  bed  of  pain,  and  uplifts  his  eyes 
To  that  liriglit  home,  wliat  a  joy  is  given. 
With  tlio  blessed  thouglit  of  a  home  in  heaven. 

3  A  home  in  heaven  !    When  our  treasures  fade. 
And  our  wealtli  and  fame  iu  the  dust  are  laid, 


When  strength  decays  and  onr  health  is  riven. 
We  are  happy  still  with  our  home  in  heaven. 

A  home  in  heaven  !    When  our  friends  have  fled 
To  the  clieerless  gloom  of  the  mold'ring  dead. 
We  rest  in  hope  on  the  promise  givtn, 
We  shall  meet  up  there  in  our  liome  in  heaven. 


#'■ 


"From  all  that  Dwell  below  the  Skies." 

Arranged  from  C.  M.  TON  WEBER. 

^    J  ' •   N  _S  ^S ,N 
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TS--V- 


G '-0 1^ 

0-0-C-O-f. ^,5 


k^  >  v^  ^ 
1.  E  -  ter-nal  are     .    .    .  thy  mercies,  Loi-d ,  E 

Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord, 


k'  U  ^  • 
ternal  truth     .    .  attends  thy  word  ;    Thy 

Eternal  truth  attends  th; 


praise  sliall 
.'  word ; 


^JE t_^_p_-i;_p t_y_pzti^^ . t_»_»_J  J 


N-J-^:^-^^»^-.NjN.- 


^  0-0-0-0-^-  -^ — '-^b-'^r-o-'j- T — f — i^-*-F-«-*-F  •-*-' L ' 


CTorws. 


-?  0-0-0^0-*f-'^^J  b-5-D -^-■^-?-' 7' 

Bound     .     .  from  shore  to  shore,    Till  sua  shall  rise  .     .  and  set  no  more.  From  all  that  dwell  helow  the  skies.      Let  the  Cre- 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore,  Till  sun  shall  rise  and  set  no  more.  From  all  that  dwell        below  the  skies. 


;— r -0-0—0-0 1 *-^-*-* 1 0    0-0  -0-0-0-f-\-^ 1 1 0-0-0-0 1— I 1 g-P  — 

:z^_J=^:z3-:H::=i5=gz*i8:.ts:r*r7^=:X: 
^-J—0—0 — 0^a_^^^_0_:\ — I — \\ — , — '^0 — 0 — ^ 

C — rr---^ 0-O-0-'^G 0 


N  S  N  N     I 


a    -       -  tor's  praise  arise  ;  Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung,  Thro'  every  land,    .    .  by  every  tongue. 

Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise  ;  Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung,       Thro'  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

N  N  N  N  N  ,N> 

-r 0^0-0 -0-»-»-»-^f3^ 

:t2,:z:isiL:zL:i[:it=rc:ti[:Tte: 

?-n — '— »  -0-0-0-0-0 -0-Y: 


-?- 


.0..0..0..0..0.  *i  f  >  >  >  ^  ^  i'>  j^ 

- -t-t-tf^-t^-'-0-r^ i— 1 p^*'- 0-0-^  0  0  -^-^12 


2  Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring, 
In  songs  of  praise  divinel.v  sing; 
Salvation  free,  aloud  proclaim. 
And  shout  tor.jo.y  the  Savior's  name. 


In  every  land  begin  the  song, 
To  every  land  the  strains  belong; 
In  cheerful  sounds  all  voices  raise. 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise. 
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From  Casket,  Xo.  2,  by  permission 


All  to  Christ  I  owe. 


ASA  HULL. 


Z f*_^, 

.  I  hear  the  Savior  say,  Thy  sueugth  indeed  is  small,  Child  oJ'  weakness,  watch  antTpray,  Find  in  me  thy  all  in  all. 
.  Then  down  beneath  his  cross,  I'll  lay  my  sin-sick  soul ;  For  naught  have  I  to  bring,  Thy  grace  must  make  me  whole. 
.  When  from  my  dying  bed.  My  ransomed  soul  shall  rise,  Then  "  Jesus  paid  it  all,"  Shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies. 
.  And  when  before  the  throne,  Island  iu  him  complete,  I '11  lay  my  trophies  down,  All  down  a^  Jesus'  feet. 

l£-e:|2±f=r|:^-5=S=fc=|:r;fc-«=»=jJ|i=S=y=Ec=s=:i;=5:=b=z?=EE=:»=»=J=E^^ 


Chorum. 


^-.V-^- 


Jesus  paid  it     all, 


All  to  him  I     owe;    Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain,  He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 


■^^-h—^-Vx — ^— ^— b— hi ^|-i — ^j—'^j—j^V'^-^^x — -^,-~^j—-j—\-^j—'^ 1- 9-—9—0—Y, \Y 


Words  by  Rct.  F.  MERRICK,  D.D. 


More  like  Jesus. 

S  S     , ^  V  J \^ 


T.  C.  O'KANE. 


^^^^^^^^^S^^^^^^S^^ 


I    I 
1.  More  like  Jesus,  more  like  Jesus  would  I  be  ;  f  More  like  Jesus  in  pubniissinn, ") 

\  Like  liiui  truBtlul,  unrepiuing,  ]  Patient  like  liini,  li1;e  him  in  hiunil  -  i 

■^        ■»-■»-    -^   *■     «    _     -^    ■*-      -0-9-  _^__^_jtJir-   ■*-■«-   -^  -•■ 


ty. 


•9-  -o-  ■C--9-  ■*-  •»-  -o-e-  -^       -*"*-  ■•-■•->,        -ps-  ■*-     -o-o-    li     ^    ■^■ir  ■*—•»-  -^^  -»■  m 
_^s,__^^  I 1 1 pi 1 1 — I — r:^~rT^ — ' — rl 1 P-»-r' 1— ri  — ' —  ff__-P-._«_tt-  i__. — ^1 c  g. 


lHore  like  Jesus.    Concluded. 


Cliorns. 


More  like       Jesus,     More  like        Jesus, 

More  like  Jesus  would  I  be.    More  like  Jesus  would  I  be, 


More  like  Jesus 
:More  like  Jesus, 


would  I        be. 

More  like  Jesus  would  I 


be. 


*-  ■»-fi-  -«- 


^.«-x_, 


?    ?    •    ? 


2  More  like  Jesus,  more  like  Jesus  would  I  be; 

More  like  Jesus,  true  and  steadfast; 
Like  bini  striving,  ever  doing, 
Earnest  lilie  liiui,  like  him  in  fidelity. 

3  More  like  Jesus,  more  like  Jesus  would  I  be ; 

More  lilie  Jesus  in  liis  meeltness, 
Like  him,  gentle  and  forgiving, 
Harmless  like  him,  like  him  in  his  charity. 


I 

4  More  like  Jesus,  more  like  .lesus  must  I  be ; 

More  like  Jesus  in  my  spirit. 
In  my  walli  and  conversation. 
Guileless  like  him,  like  him  in  simplicity. 

5  Blessed  .Tesus,  come  and  mnke  me  all  like  thee; 

All  like  thee,  O  lilessed  Jesus; 
In  tlie  giory  of  tliy  manliood. 
In  the  beauty  of  thy  spotless  purity. 


For  the  Infant  Class. 

— n ~*«f ^r-i^ 

-h-2~w — ^2 — k^ — I  h*- 


Lovinc:  Him  who  first  Loved  Me.' 


— « — ^- 


:^j: 


1.  Savior,  tench  me  day  by  day.  Love's  sweet  lesson  to    o-  bey; 

2.  Teach  me  all  tliy  steps  to  trace,  Strons  to  follow  in  thy  grace, 
C'lioii.  Je  -  siis     is      so  meek  and  miUL  Tho'  I'm   htU  a      lit  -  tie  child. 


Sweeter  lesson  can  not  be. 
Learning  how  to  love  from  tin 
/     loi'e    Je-siis,      yes      I     do, 


:S=f=|:ziz:R=5=|^-fc 


Lnvins  him  who  first  loved  me. 

e.  Loving  him  wlio  first  hived  mo. 

Jesus  smiles,  and  loves  me   too. 


C.  Chorux. 


-a — c- 


-»•**     u-5-**-5-*-#--S--*-' 


ft-* 


■\Vith  a  childliUi-  heart  of  love,      Jlay    T      at     tliy  biddiiic  move.  Quirk  to  serve  and  follow  thee,  Loving  him  who  first  hived  me. 
Thus  may   I     delight  to  show.     That  I     feel  the    luve   1     owe,     Singing  till  thy  face  I     see.        Of  hiB  love,  wl;o  first  loved  me. 


86 


Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY 


Dark  is  the  Nijrht. 


T.  E.  PERKINS.    From  Sabbath  Carols,  by  permission. 


'4--- 

-St-r^ 1 

(Bark     is       the   night,  and 
\  Wliere  sliall    I        go,       or 


=zz— --cit^=::J^r:7:^;^=i:ij=d=:z3z=rd=::^ 

:i — *— Fi-:— i — f  '-i — * — tf— Fj — ^— 


-"=^=F 


l^-^^S: 


cold    the    wind 
Avliither        fly- 


blow -  ing,    Near-er 
ref  -  uge?  Hide  me, 


and 
my 


near  -  er    comes   the 
Fa  -  tiier,     till      tlie 


brealc  ■ 
Btorm 


roar ;  ■)  (■  AVith  his    lov  -  ing  liand     to  guide,    let      the  clouds   a 
o'er,  i  \l  can  brave  the  wild -est  storm,  with   his     glo  -  ry 


— ■ K-r-*-^ K ' K 1— H-= H-T- 

-Sr s-h«-i- — «^—»—i — rn^^-^m — •-T K-h 

-jy^ — •^-^H-^ 1 1-^ — H -I — 0-i — •^^f- 

«-- — S — \-0—:—0 <— r — * * — # — h- 


hove   me   roll.  And  the 
in       my  soul,  I         can 


2(1  timr. 


ry 


bil  -  lows  in   their  fu 
(Omit.) 


round  me. 

■fa 


-K — 1-^ K- — ^-^^ K — \ s-^ — I-  - — » — H- 


sing     a  -  midst  the  tem-pest— Praise  the  Lord  ! 


^  •     -0- 


2  Dark  is  the  night,  but  cheering  is  the  pi-omise  ; 
He  will  go  with  me  o'er  the  troubled  wave  ; 
Safe  he  will  lead  nie  through  the  pathless  waters, 
Jesus,  tile  mighty  one,  and  strong  to  save. 


o  Dark  is  the  night,  but  lo  !  the  day  is  breaking 
Onward  my  bark,  unfurl  tliy  every  sail ; 
Now  at  the  helm  I  see  my  P'ather  standing, 
Soon  will  my  anclior  drop  witliin  the  vail. 


Pleading  Jesus*  Name. 


Music  from  the  Standard  Singer. 
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1.  Lord,  I 

2.  Thy  promi 


appi"oach  the  raercy-seat,  Where  thou  dost  answer  prayer,  There  liuinbly  fall  before  thy  feet, 
raise  is   my    ou-ly     plea;  With  this  I    veuture  uigh  ;  Thou  call-est  burdened  souls  to  thee, 


— r-S — p-f— r-^ ^ — ' 


:rk-j=F:^=:r=q: 


_| — — y — — 1 1 , 1^ 1^^, — 1 1 i — , — ! \^ — ^ 1~, — ! r 

j_M — 4 — %^—^ — H — •— F*-.-* — « — « — A — ^— M-^ — *— H — ^ — J— ;h^ — F 


For  none  can  per  -  ish    there  :    And  wilt  thou  not,  O    Fa  -  ther,    hear, 
And  such,  O    Lord,   am       I;        And  wilt  thou  not,  O    Fa  -  ther,    hear. 


m^, 


l^i^ 


I      r  >"    '•     p    /    •    ?    • 

\st  time. 
« #— « ^^^h* ' — • — h* — \-^ w— ■&-*'» — — '^^^ vl*— ^ — I 


And  save  me  while 
And  save  me  while 


pray 
pray 


Chorus. 


2d  tUne. 

-J- 


nst  in    Je  -  sus,    he 


For  lust  V.  I  know  that  Je  -  sus    now 


is  near.  To    take  your  sins  a  -  way 


way. 


|i_^_^_   ._ 


^6iiliisi^iiiii^ils|i.ilie^li^ili?i?l 


is  near,  And  takes  my  sins  a  -  way. 


And  takes  my  sins  a   -  way. 


3  Be  thou  my  shield  and  hiding-place  ; 

That,  sheltered  near  thy  side, 
I  may  rejoice  in  Jesus'  grace — 

In  Jesus  crucified. 
And  wilt  tliou  not,  O  Father,  hear, 

And  save  me  while  I  pray  ? 


4  Oh,  wondrous  love !  to  bleed  and  die, 
To  bear  the  cross  and  shame. 

That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  I, 
Might  plead  thy  gracious  name. 

And  wilttliou  not,  O  Fatlier,  hear, 
Aud  save  me  while  1  pray? 
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Words  by  JANE  TAYLOR. 


The  Olorious  World  of  Light. 

s 


T.  C.  O'KAXE. 

S 


— . 1 \-j -->^ — N^i 1 — ; y — V — ^^! — v-| — I 1 yn V — s- — Kr-' a 


1.  There  is  a  glorious  world  of  light,      Be-yond  the  star-ry  sky,  Where  saints  departed,  clothed  in  white  A- 

ff? — > h\ — — -| 1 g hi — r*-i 1 he— a — o — g \i*^l.lzr~\  ! — i r  r\z — n'l * — r 

U       I        N  Chorus.     ,N     b     i  «       ^       '^     S     I 

-«> 1 • —  L»_^^^_Si '. i^^b^l; 

dore  tlie  Lord  most  high.  Then,  let  us  sing 


-N — N- 


-^.  A 


>    f^    V     > 
To  Clirist  our  King,    And    spread  his  name  a- 

Aud  spread  his  glorious  name  a- 


^'  ^   ^-.fiL 


P       ^/       ^       ^  !*•  /  ^       l^       J^ 

4— *-F^ 


9  —  0 

7      ? 


ing  praise  to  God. 


r- 


s     s   s 

P—p-^-a—fi— 


Un  -  ceas 

Unceasing  thanks  and  praise  to  God 


\ 


2  And  hark  !  amid  the  sacred  songs, 
Those  heavenly  voices  raise, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  youthful  tongues 
Unite  in  perfect  praise. 


3  Those  are  the  hymns  that  we  shall  know, 
If  Jesus  we  obey  ; 
That  is  the  place  where  we  shall  go, 
If  found  iu  wisdom's  way. 


The  Lion  of  Judah. 


-v^  H 1 —  ^ — « 


cj=:q: 


q— ifv:iV:r_| ^, 


Arranged  for  this  Work. 
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*-h*-5-5— 5—1-5— •-•—h«-  -     -     L-     a     -     L-« 

'T  was  Je-sus,  uiy    Sa  -  vior,  who  died  on  the  tree,     To  o-pen  a     fountain  lor  sinners  like  me  ; 

And  when  I     was    willing    witli  all  things  to  part,     He         gave  me  my  bounty,  his  love  in  my  heart; 
And  wlieu  with  the  ransomed  by  Jesus,  my     head,     From  fountain  to  fountain,  I  then  shall  be  led  ; 

_ p© Pi p© PI p© P© pS s)-. — ,- 


.^_^_^J — I 


J— >-J- 


.-I 


His     blood  is  that  fountain  which  pardon  bestows,  And  cleanses  the  foulest  wher-ev  -  er   it     flows. 
So         now  1  am  joined  with  tlie  conquering  band,    Wlio  are  marching  to  glory  at  Je  -  sus'  command. 
I'll       fall  at    ills    feet  and  his  mercy  a    -    dore.        And  sing  of  the  blood  of  the  cross  ev  -  er   more. 
C'/ioj-its.  For  the  Ll-ou  of     Judah  shall  brealt  every  chain,  And  give  us  the  vict'ry  a    -  gain  and  a  -  gain. 

:;/^ftf — ' — '~r* — * — ^ — h^ — * — * — r* — * — * — l"^'  ^ — ho—^—^ — -, — H — ' — i — < — Hirii^zi^~L£; — jr\ 


Tenor  and  base  in  the  repeat  only. 
SECOND   nTMX. 

Kock  Higher  than  I, 

I  In  seasons  of  grief  to  my  God  I  MI  repair, 
When  my  lieait  is  o'erwiielniecl  with  sorrow  and  care, 
From  the  ends  of  the  earth  unto  thee  will  I  cry, 
Lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I, 

Higher  than  I,  liigher  than  I.     Lead  me,  etc. 

i  When  Satan,  the  tempter,  comes  in  like  a  flood, 
To  drive  my  poor  soul  from  thu  fountain  of  good, 
I  '11  pray  to  the  Lord  who  for  sinners  did  die, 
Lead  me  to  the  rock  thtit  is  liiglier  than  I, 

lliglier  than  1,  higher  than  I.     Lead  uie,  etc. 

3  And  when  I  have  finished  mv  pilgrimage  here. 
Complete  in  Christ's  righteousness  I  shall  appear. 
In  the  swellings  of  .lordan  all  dangers  defy. 
And  look  to  the  Uork  that  is  higher  than  t, 

iJiuher  than  1,  lugher  than  i.    Aud  look,  etc. 


Refrain  to  "Rock  Higher  than  I." 


-»t' — i»-*l^~«t»-*fl'  + — h+^i-'t* -«-*-^4- — ^-|-^| 


i 
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And  when  the  last  trumpet  shall  sound  through  tho  skies, 
And  the  dead  from  the  dust  of  the  earth  shall  arise, 
Transported  I  'U  join  with  the  ransomed  on  high. 
To  praise  the  great  Kock  that  is  liigher  than  1 ! 
iligher  than  I,  higher  than  I.    To  praise,  etc. 


90  Awake,    0   Zion !  Arr.  expressly  for  this  Work. 

In  moderate  but  exact  time.    Soprano  and  alto  duet  first  time,  quartet  or  chorus  in  repeat. 

_J ^^.^__,^     ^?^ ff^     -f^ . -. \-^-r-J ^^Hs--'^-r-^ 1 , 

Diuif^liter  of    Zi    -    on,  a  -  wake  from  thy  sadness  !  Awalit; !  for  tliy  foes  shall  oppress  thee  no  more ; 
Briijht  o'er  tlie  liills  dawns  the  day-star  of  gladness,  A  -  rise  !  for  the  niglit  of  thy  sorrow  is      o'er. 

-0-     ■•-■*-  -*-■•--•-  ••■»#  ••■-..•*•■•■■•"  ■0-    -0-    ■0-  »■*-• 


Clioims  to  each  stanza,  first  time,  in.,  second  time,//. 


j-*i^.=:gi.*z[:*:g:g 


iz2 


#-#^ 


wake  from  thy  sadness, 


wake !  for  thy  foes  shall  op  -  press  thee  no  more. 


_&L  ^0^fi         »J^, i 1^ TLJ^ +^-.^12 «^*        0-0.0 •-•--rp 7^ ^— r© ri- 


2.Strong  were  thy  foes,  but  the  arm  that  subdued  them, 
And  scattered  ttieir  les^ions,  was  niiglitier  far; 

TJiey  fled  lilie  clialf  from  the  scourge  tiiat  pursued  them- 
Vain  were  their  steeds  and  their  chariots  of  war. 


I — r- 

3  Daughter  of  Zion,  the  power  that  hath  saved  thee, 
Extolled  witli  the  harp  and  the  timbrel  should  be: 

Shout,  for  the  foe  is  destroyed  that  enslaved  thee, 
Til' oppressor  is  vanquished,  and  Zion  is  free. 


Coda. 


Shall  oppress  thee  no  more,  Sliall  oppress         thee 


T~p  -~g— r«— g  ~* — r 


Shall  oppress  thee  no  more,  no     more,       tio    more,  Sail  oppress 
Shall  oppress  thee  no  more,  no  more, 

I 


^f^r^z,r^.?iF5_-=[F 


thee,  shall  oppress  thee  no  more, 
no  more,  Shall  opiiress  thee  no  more. 

•<9- 


Shall  oppress  thee  no  more,  no  more,  Shall  oppress  thee  no  more. 


more. 


We  shall  Meet  no  more  to  Sever.  t.  c.  ckane.         01 

With  Spirit.  ist.  2d. 
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We  shall  meet  no  more  to  sever,  By  and  by,     by  and  by. 

And  tlie  darkness  will  be  over,   Bj'  and  by,    by  and        .  by, 

Donewith  all  the  earth's  delusion,    P.y  uiid  by,  by  and  by, 

War,  and  strife,  and  sin's  confusion.  By  and  by,  by  and    .        .    by, 

-A-    -A-    ..m — «.  - — 


f  With  the  toilsome  Journey  done,  ( 
\  And  the  glorious  battle  won,  ) 
I  We  shall  rest  our  pilgrim  feet,  i^ 
\  On  the  shore  wlun-  loved  ones  nifct,  | 


^ji-\fr-o—»-r9-'-»—o-o—0-r^o—»-'—0—0-yo- — — ^ — ' — 1-1 — -ir^r!zlt:z7C~*zi^C'"iz[:z:z  "i^rn  * ±*_— r 
I     /    I     1     1/  ,_^  . .  I  I . J 

SClwrus. 

*— *-!-»---#— *—* ^-L*_«i_*  ^_»_L«  •  ^ C^^  ^^_t ^^C^^r:: 1 T_r_L 

^_*        •  -•■•  , , 

We  shall  shine  forth  as  the  sun,      By  and  by,  by  and  b>  .      Wo  shall  meet  no  more  to  sev-er.    By  and 

Tliere  to  dwell  in  bliss  complete,     By  and  by.  by  and   bV.      We  shall  meet,  etf. 

_  ^"^  ■0-    -O-  IS  -^    -0-       ■0-    •0-    -0-.      ^ 

-U-»_«    I — I — « — 0      0    0.0  — 0 — #-p#-* 1 — : — 1-| — I —  0-m0    0.^  0  ^0—0 — 0    , — I 1 ^ 
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by.  By    and    by.  But  will  dwell  with  Je-sus     ev-er,       Bv    and    by.         By  and    by. 

4i-ii-^---^— ^*'-g— r*---* 0—^-;^-^—0—p-B-0-r0-0-. — •-'*-f"-r»"-F"^-*— r?--*-rr 


3  We  shall  see  and  be  like  Jesus, 
By  and  by,  by  and  by ; 
He  a  crown  of  life  will  give  us. 

By  and  by,  by  and  by. 
And  the  angels,  who  fulfill 
All  the  mandates  of  his  will. 
Shall  attend  and  love  us  still, 
By  and  by,  by  and  by. 


4  Then  with  robes  of  snowy  whiteness, 

By  and  by,  by  and  by  ; 
And  with  crowns  of  dazzling  brightness, 

By  and  by,  by  and  by. 
There  our  storms  and  perils  passed. 
And  with  glory  ours  at  last, 
We'll  possess  the  kingdom  vast, 

By  and  by,  by  and  by. 


We'll  Praise  the  Lord. 


Arr.  from  tiic  German. 


And  join  our  liap-py  voic-es,  In  sweet  ac  -  cord, 
Wlio  gavo  to  us  ii  Sa-vior,  Our  an  -  theins  raise, 
We  '11  tell  the  blcs-sed    sto  -  ry,       And  still  a    -    dore 


:=-=p^^I^_=zg^::^_=pzzzI^T:I>=^-rf^i^T*-pTzz-^^I=^ 
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While  ev    -    ery      heart  re    -    joic  -  es,    We'll    praise  the    Lord,     We'll    praise  tl 

For      such        a         wondrous      fa   -    vor.  We'll    sing  liis    praise,    We'll    sing 

The      Lord      of       life      and      glo  -    ry.     For        ev         -        er  -  inore,     For        ev 

I  I- >     d 

±i=ztz=Ezzi=:^=^z=?=i:fc*=:?=zl: 


, 1 1 h^ 


"There  is  .a  Stream." 


-J ^— , 


Old  Arrangement. 


Y^^<.Ji^9-%'0-\-%—m--\-g-%-o-h»-'^0—\-^ -%-0^-y 


1.  There  is  a  stream,  there  is  a  stream,  There  is  a  stream   whose  gen-tle  flow,  Supplies  the  ci 

2.  That  sacred  stream,  that  sacred  stream,  That  sacred  stream,  thy  lioly  word.  That  all  our  raj 


ty 

ing 


§1651:^ 


0^- 


?==^_3=^!=.^Iip:^ 


'Play  to  and  including  this  note  as  an  introductory  sympliony. 


"There  is  a  Stream."    Concluded. 
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of  our    God. 
fear  controls: 


Life,  love,  and  jo.y  still  gliding  thro',  Life,  love,  and  joy  still  gliding  thro'.  And 
tSvveet  peace  thy  pi'oniises  atTord,  Sweet  peace  thy  promises  afford,  And 

tesiipM^iiiiiiiffi^aiiiiiiii^li^ 


^    Choru.'s. 
■  -0 * 


__=^ i 1-0 0 -r—x '-—r-^ 1 ^^— I ^ r0 • r- 


wat  -  'ring  our         di  -  vine      a   -   bode,    And  wat'ring    our     di  -    vine    a    -    bode.  And  wat-'ring 
give     new  strength  to    faint  -  ing   souls.     And  give  new    strength  to  faint-ing  souls,    And  give  new 


J.     ^ 


mm 


^EiiPEgJUl 


-0-^-r»— — 0—\ — «- 
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our   di  -  vine  a    -    Vjode. 
strength  to  fainting  souls. 


;*    j^ 


1 

Sweet  peace,  sweet  peace,  thy  promises,  thy  promises  afford. 


>->v.   I     r — "  —  f — "  B~r'' f" — f" 1 — '"T' ^1 — i^T'~~ — ~T ."T*^ 1 — 
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Trundle-Bed  Song. 


Very  slow. 

v-r> — V — Nj- 
^ — -3 — * 


Words  and  Music  by  T.  C.  O'KANE. 


— I  -T^ — N — ■ ^-F-^ — N— -^^ — N-F~?* n — s-F-i 

-^— F— o-^— ^— g-Fg^-tf — ' — *— F*-^— --i^ — tf— F  - 


m 


1.  As     I  wandered  'round  the  homestead,  Many  a  dear  famil-iar       spot,  Brought  with-in    my    re  -  col- 

2.  Tlio' the  Jionse  was  lield  by  sti'anj^ers,  All  re  -  niained  the  same  within,    Just    as      when  a  child    I 

3.  Quick  1  drew  It  from    the  ruhliisli.    Covered    o'er  with  dust  so      long:        When  behold    I    lieard  in 

4.  While  I     lis-teu      to      the  music      Stealing   on     in      geu-tle     strain,       I     am     car-ried    back  to 

c *, — «  — m—i 0 — « — a — I 0 — « — *— i ^  --S — ^ — L* — ij —  — -^— c 

-«■■«■•«•  ■••■#•■«»•  -^V  ■al%-  ■^»-  -*-«■-«■  -#■*-*• 
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i^^feE=h^ 


J — 
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illii 


jj«. 


fe^^ 


lec-tion,   Scenes  I'd  seera-ing  -  ly       for    -    got.    There,  the    or-chard— meadow   yonder— Here  the 

ranihled  Up       and  down,  and  out      and         in.     To  the    gar  -  ret  dark  as  -  cending    (Once  a 

fiui-ey.      Strains  of  one     fa    -    mil  -  iar       song.   Of      -  ten  sung  by    my  dear    mother,  To     me 

childliood— I       am  now      a       child     a    -    gain;  'T  is  the  hour  for    my    re   -    tir-ing,    At     the 


Trundle-Bed  Son  a:.    Concluded. 


-h — s S S — P r ' — :i^"r* 
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deep,  old-fashioned  well,  With  Its  old  mo<!R-covered  bucket,    Sent  a     thrill  no  tongue  can  tell. 

source  of  cliildish  dread).  Peering  through  the  misty  cob-webs,  Lo  !  I      saw  my  tiuu-dle    bed. 

in    that  trun-dle    bed,    {Omit  ...........    ^      Hush,  my 

dus-ky     e  -  ven  -  tide ;    JJear  my  trundle  bed    I  'm  kneeling.  As    in    yore,  by    moth-er's  side. 
r7\  \^  rrs  /r\ 


»  5 


2c?  Ending. 


I^^IeR^ 


pi^Eg- 


and  slumber,  Ho-  ly     an  -  gels  guard  thy  bed. 


5  Hands  are  on  my  head  so  loving, 

As  they  were  in  childhood's  days  ; 
I,  with  weary  tones,  am  trying 

To  repeat  tlie  words  she  says. 
'Tis  a  prayer  in  language  simple 

As  a  mother's  lips  can  frame  ; 

*  "Father,  tliou  who  art  in  heaven, 

Hallowed,  ever,  be  thy  name." 

6  Prayer  is  over— to  my  pillow 

AVith  a  good-niglit  kiss  I  creep. 
Scarcely  waiting  wliile  I  whisper, 

"  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep." 
Then  my  motlier,  o'er  me  bending, 

Prays  iu  earnest  words,  but  mild, 

*  "  Hear  my  j)rayer,  O  Heavenly  Father, 

Bless,  oil,  ble.ss  my  precious  child." 


7  Yet  I  am  but  only  dreaming, 
Ne'er  I'll  be  a  child  again, 
Many  yeai-s  has  that  dear  mother. 
In  the  quiet  graveyard  lain  ; 


But  her  bles.sed,  angel  spirit, 
Daily  hovers  o'er  my  bend. 

Calling  me  from  earth  to  lieaven, 
Even  from  my  trundle  bed. 


*  Vee  the  Second  Endinj  for  Otese  Iwe  lines. 
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Come,  tliou  Almighty  King. 


^'M.^ 


■^»-|g-rf^^H-|-  is  -  -r  T--^-*x' — i=^ — ="[* 
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1  Come,  thon  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to  slug, 

Help  OS  to  praise! 
Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  days. 


2  God  of  the  right,  arise! 
Scatter  our  enemies; 

Now  make  them  fall ! 
Let  thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defense  be  made. 
Our  souls  on  thee  be  stayed; 

Lord,  hear  our  call ! 


Guide.    7s. 


3  Come,  thou  eternal  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword; 

Our  prayer  attend! 
Come,  and  thy  people  bless; 
Come,  give  thy  word  success; 
Spirit  of  holiness 

On  us  descend ! 


M.  M.  WELLS. 


D.C. 


— I — I — V — I — 1—1 — \ i-T— I p-r-^ — 1-| -,  -I \-, — ! 1-| — I — Nr-i-i — I— r:=!-^-i — l-^-t — i-H-| — '— ri- 
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1  Holy  Spirit,  faithful  Guide, 
]{;ver  near  the  Christian's  side, 
Gently  lejid  us  by  the  hand, 
Pilgriius  in  a  desert  land. 
Weaiy  souls,  fore'er  rejoice. 
While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice, 
Wliisp'ring  softly,  wanderer,  come  ! 
Follow  me,  I  '11  guide  thee  home. 


2  Ever  present,  ti-uest  friend, 
Ever  near,  thine  aid  to  lend. 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear, 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear. 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore. 
Hearts  grow  faint  and  hopes  give  o'er, 
Wliisper  softly,  wanderer,  come! 
Follow  me,  I  '11  guide  tliee  home. 


3  When  our  dnys  of  toil  sh!»ll  cease, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release, 
Nothing  leftljutheaven  and  piayer, 
Wond'ring  if  our  names  are  there; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood. 
Pleading  naught  but  Jesus'  blood  ; 
Whisper  softly,  wanderer  come  ! 
follow  ine,  I  '11  guide  thee  home. 


Lamb  of  Calvjiry. 


:••* 


^^5:§:rSiC«z«J:Ft==i=ct==t:|:f2i*  f : 
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1  jVIy  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Savior  iliviue ; 
K^ow  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Talce  all  my  guilt  away, 
Oh  let,  me  from  this  clay 
Be  wholly  thiae. 


2  May  thy  ricli  grace  impart 
iStrengrh  to  my  faiutiug  heart; 

My  zeal  inspire ; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me. 
Oh  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  aud  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire. 


Maestoso 


America. 


3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  tliou  my  Guide  ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day. 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 
From  thee  aside. 


Words  by  S.  F.  SMITH. 


I  4:  g-g-F*-*-*— F"  V  I 


National  Hymn. 

EF^jEiEFd:EFs£^^Fs7;^»3=fgEi^| 


■ty, 


Of  thee  I  sinr 


1.  My  country, 'tis  of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er-ty,    Of  thee  I  sing;  Land  where  my  fathers  died,  Lond  of  the 

2.  My  native  country,  thee.  Land  of  the    noble  free.  Thy  name  I  love  ;  I  love  thy  rocks  and  rilLs,  Thy  woodsand 


\ 3^ p—ti 1-— I — t — 1:._| — tfi — 5_r:_L| — , — P— u. 
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ilgrim's  pride,  From  ev'-ry    mountainside    Let     free-dotn  ring, 
im-pied  hills,  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Lilce  that    a  -  bove. 


m- 


-P— 


3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
Aud  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song; 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake, 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake. 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break. 

The  sound  fjrolong. 

4  Our  fathers'  God,  to  thee. 
Author  of  liberty. 

To  thee  we  sing  ; 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright, 
Willi  freedom's  holy  ligjit; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might. 

Great  God,  our  King. 
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Andante. 

U    U  TETOR. 


The  Lord  is  God  alone. 


T.  C.  O'KANE. 


'^^^d—^i^—- 


^- 
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Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne.  Ye  nations  bow  with  sacred  joy,  Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone,   lie 
'  -r(S>— >,-r-- -r T — T 3-sT© t t « 


feU 
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can   cre-ale,  and  he  destroy.  His  sov'reign  pow'r  without  our  aid,  Made  us  of  clay,  and 


'^-d- 


Ist  time.  Tenor  and  Bass.    2d  time,  Soprano  and  Alto. 


:=t±: 


?l^^-^=ig|'S^=^i@l?^ 
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formed  us  men,  And  when  like  wand'riup  shoep  we  strayed,  He  brought  us    to     his     fold     a  -  gain; 

I-.,— ^  ti— — r'®~rT'9 r^ ^-  --i^ — &-»-r^ — ^~-|-P  — ^^i 1 r^^t-rO^-T^—r-S-—-^:: — i it 


1st  time,  Tenor  and  Bust.    2d  time.  Soprano  and  Alto. 


Allegro. 


The  Lord  is  God  alone.    Concluded. 
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We  '11  crowd  thy  gates  with  thank  -  ful  songs,  High   as     the  heavens  our  voic  -  es  raise.    And  earth,  with  her     ten 


Hiig^ 
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Sii                                                                                                                              tJNISON 
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thousand  tongues,  Shall  fill  thy  courts  with  sounding  praise.  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command,  Vast  as  eternity  thy  love, 
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Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  shall  stand.  While  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move.  Shall  cease  to  move. 
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Portuguese  Hymn. 


Arranged  for  this  Work. 
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How  Firm  a  Foundation. 

1  TIow  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  his  excellent  word  ! 
Wliat  more  can  he  say  than  to  you  he  hath  said, 

|:  Yon,  wlio  unto  Jesus  for  refuge  have  fled?  :| 

2  Fear  not;  I  am  with  thee ;  oh,  be  not  dismaj"ed  ; 
J,  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid  ; 

I  '11  strengthen  thee,  help  thco,  and  cause  thee  to  stand 
|:  Upheld  by  iny  righteous,  omnipotent  hand.  :| 

3  When  thro'  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
Tlie  rivers  of  woe  shall  not  thee  t)vertlow  ; 
For  1  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to  bless, 

|:  And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress.  :| 

4  When  thro'  flery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all  sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply  ; 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee  ;  I  only  design 

|:  Thy  dross  to  consume  and  thy  gold  to  refine.  :| 

5  E'en  down  to  old  age,  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love; 

And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  teinplos  adorn, 
[:  Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bo.som  be  borne.  :| 


6  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 

I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes; 

That  soul,  tho'  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
|:  1  '11  never,  no,  never,  no,  never  forsake.  :| 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd. 

1  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want  shall  I  know ; 

I  feed  in  green  pastures,  sale  folded  I  rest ; 
,     lie  leadeth  my  soul  wheie  the  still  waters  flow, 

I :  Restores  me  when  waud'riug,  redeems  when  oppress'd. 

2  Thro'  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death  tho'  I  stray, 

Since  thou  art  my  Guardian,  no  evil  1  fear. 
Thy  rod  shall  defend  me,  thy  staff  be  mj'  stay, 
|:  No  harm  can  befall  with  my  Comforter  near.  :| 

3  In  the  midst  of  aflliction  my  table  is  spread  ; 

With  blessings  unmeasured  my  cup  runneth  o'er; 
With  perfume  and  oil  thou  anointesi  my  head  ; 
I :  Uh,  what  shall  1  ask  of  thy  Providence  more  ?  :| 

4  Let  goodness  and  mercy,  my  boujitiful  God, 

Still  follow  my  steps  till  1  meet  thee  above; 
1  seek  by  the  padi  which  my  forelaMiers  trod, 
i:Tliro'  the  laud  of  their  sojotnu,  thy  kingdom  of  love.:  | 
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Chorus. 


Slow. 


A  tern.   1^ 


Jiitard. 
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Home,   home,     sweet, 

-(2 


sweet       home.  Pre  -  pare    me,    clear  Sa  -  vior,    for     glo  -  ry,     my    home. 


Sweet  Home. 

1  'Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and  creature  complaints. 
How  sweet  to  my  soul  is  communion  with  saints; 
To  find  at  the  banquet  of  mercy  there  's  room. 
And  feel  in  the  presence  of  Jesus  at  home. 

2  Sweet  bonds  that  unite  all  the  children  of  peace, 
And  tlirice  gracious  Jesus,  whose  love  can  not  cease, 
Tlio'  oft  from  tiiy  presence  in  sadness  I  roam, 

I  long  to  behold  thee  in  glory  at  home. 

3  I  sigh  from  this  body  of  sin  to  be  free. 

Which  liinders  my  joy  and  communion  with  thee; 
Tho'  now  my  leinptatious  like  billows  may  foam, 
All,  all  will  be  peace  wlieii  I  'm  witli  thee  at  home. 

4  While  here  in  the  valley  of  conflict  I  stay, 

Ob,  give  me  submission  and  strengtli  as  my  day  ; 
In  all  my  afflictions  to  tliee  would  I  come. 
Rejoicing  in  hope  of  my  glorious  home. 

5  Whate'er  thou  deniest,  oh,  give  me  thy  grace  ! 
Thy  Spirit's  sure  witness,  and  smiles  of  tliy  face  : 
Indulge  me  with  pntience  to  wait  at  thy  throne. 
And  Had,  even  now,  a  sweet  foretaste  of  home. 


6  I  long,  dearest  Lord,  in  thy  beauties  to  shine. 
No  more,  as  an  exile,  in  sorrow  to  pine. 
But  in  thy  bright  image  to  rise  from  ttie  tomb. 
With  glorified  millions  to  praise  tliee  at  home. 

I  would  not  Live  Alway. 

1  I  would  not  live  alway ;  I  ask  not  to  stay 
Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  Avay  ; 
Tlie  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us  here 

Are  enough  for  life's  joys,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 

2  1  would  not  live  alway ;  no — welcome  the  tomb ! 
Since  Jesus  liatli  laiii  there  I  dread  not  its  gloom  : 
Tbere  sweet  be  my  rest  till  he  bid  me  arise, 

To  hail  liim  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

3  Who.  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God- 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 
Where  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  bright  o'er  the  plains, 
And  the  noon-tide  of  glory  eternally  reigns? 

4  There  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet. 
Their  Savior  and  brethren  transported  to  greet; 
While  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll. 
And  Hie  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  tlie  soul. 


Hebron.    L.  M. 


Evening:  Memorials  of  His  Grace. 

1  Thus  far  tlio  Lord  hath  led  iiif  on  — 

Tims  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days  ; 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Sumo  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 

And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home: 
But  he  forgives  my  follies  past. 
And  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 

I'eace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head  ; 
^\  liile  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  walchtul  stations  round  my  bed. 


Imploring  a  Blessing. 

1  Assembled  in  our  school  once  more, 
<)  Lord,  thy  blessing  we  implore; 
We  meet  to  read,  and  sing,  and  pray ; 
Be  with  us  then  through  this  thy  day. 

2  Our  fervent  prayer  to  thee  ascends 

For  parents,  teachers,  foes,  and  friends; 
And  when  we  in  thy  house  appear, 
Help  us  to  worship  in  thy  fear. 

3  When  we  on  earth  shall  meet  no  more, 
May  we  above  to  gbirv  Soar; 

And  praise  thee  in  more  lofty  strains, 
Where  one  eternal  Sabbath  reigns. 

Retreat.    L.  M. 


Just  as  I  am. 

1  .lust  as  1  am,  without  one  plea. 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 
And  that  thou  bidst  me  come  to  thee; 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 

2  Just  as  I  am— poor,  wretched,  blind; 
Sight,  riches,  liealing  of  the  mind. 
Yea,  all  1  ueeil  in  thee  to  find  ; 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 

3  .lust  as  I  am,  thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcimie,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve  I 
Because  tliy  promise  I  believe; 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 
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The  Mercy-Seat. 

1  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows. 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes,  . 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'Tis  f(juiid  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

-  There  is  a  scene,  where  spirits  blend. 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend  ; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet, 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

3  TViere,  there,  on  eagles'  wings,  wo  soar, 
Ami  sill  and  sens'  molest  no  more; 
And  li'iiveu  comes  tlown  our  souls  to  greet, 
Wliik'  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 


The  Joys  of  the  Sabbath. 

1  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks,  and  sing 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  by  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  saored  rest ; 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast; 
(111,  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found. 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

3  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below  ; 

And  every  power  find  ."iweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 


Asleep  in  Jesus. 

1  Asleep  in  Jesus!  blessed  sleep! 
From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus!  peaceful  rest! 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour. 
Which  manifests  the  Savior's  power. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  for  me 
IMay  such  a  blissful  refuge  be! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 

And  wait  the  summons  from  ou  high. 


Sessions.    L.  M. 


The  Divine  Teacher. 

1  IIow  sweetly  floweil  the  gospel's  sound 
From  lipg  of  gentleness  and  grace, 

While  list'ning  thousands  gathered  round, 
And  joy  and  rev'rence  filled  the  place. 

2  From  heaven  he  came,  of  heaven  he  spoke, 
To  heaven  he  led  his  foU'wer's  way  : 

Dark  clouds  of  gloomy  night  he  broke, 
Unveiling  an  immortal  day. 

3  Come,  wand'rers,  to  my  Father's  home  ; 
Come,  all  ye  weary  ones,  and  rest. 

Yes,  sacred  Teacher  !  we  will  come, 
Obey,  and  be  forever  blest. 


Just  as  thou  ai't. 

1  Just  as  thou  art — witliout  one  trace 
Of  luve,  or  jcy,  or  inward  grace. 
Or  litiKss  for  the  heavenly  place — 

Oh,  guilty,  guilty  sinner,  come! 
2T?nrclen'd  with  guilt,  wouldst  thou  be  blest? 
Trust  not  the  world  ;  it  gives  no  rest : 
I  bring  relief  to  hearts  oppressed  ; 

Oh,  weary,  weary  sinner,  come  ! 
."?  Come,  leave  thy  burden  at  the  cross ; 
Count  all  thy  gains  but  empty  dross  ; 
My  grace  re|)ay8  all  earthly  loss. 

Oh,  needy,  needy  sinner,  come  ! 


Duke  Street.    L.  M. 


The  Bliss  of  Assurance. 

1  I,ord,  how  secure  and  blest  are  they 
Wlio  feel  the  joys  of  pardoned  sin  : 

Should  storms  of  wrath  shake  earth  and  sea, 
Their  minds  have  heav'nand  peace  within. 

2  The  day  glides  sweetly  o'er  their  heads, 
Made  up  of  innocence  and  love  ; 

.\nd  soft,  anil  silent  as  the  shades. 
Their  nightly  minutes  gently  move. 

3  They  scorn  to  seek  earth's  golden  toys. 
But  spend  the  day,  and  share  the  night, 

In  numbering  o'er  the  richer  joys 
That  heaven  prepares  for  their  delight. 
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Christ's  Universal  Kingdom. 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Doth  his  successive  journeys  run  : 

His  kingdom  spread  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moon  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  From  north  to  south  the  princes  meet. 
To  pay  their  homage  at  his  feet  ; 
While  western  empires  own  their  Lord, 
And  savage  tribes  attend  his  word. 

3  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song. 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  ou  his  Name. 


I 

Love  which  Passeth  Knowledge. 
1  Of  him  who  did  salvation  bring, 

1  could  forever  think  and  sing; 
Arise,  ye  needy — he  'II  relieve! 
Arise,  ye  guilty — he  'II  forgive  ! 

2  'T  is  thee  I  love,  for  thee  alone 

I  shed  my  tears  and  make  my  moan  ; 
Where'er  I  am,  where'er  I  move, 
1  meet  the  object  of  my  love. 

3  Insatiate  to  this  spring  I  fly  ; 
I  drink,  and  yet  am  ever  dry  ; 

Ah  !  who  against  tliy  charms  is  proof? 
Ah  !  who  tiiat  loves  can  love  enough. 


No  success  without  God's  blessing. 

1  Except  the  Lord  our  labor  bless, 
In  vain  shall  we  desire  success  ; 
Except  his  guardian  power  restrain, 
The  watchman  waketh  but  in  vain. 

2  'T  is  useless  toil  our  stores  to  keep — 
Early  to  rise  and  late  to  sleep — 
Unless  the  Lord,  who  reigns  ou  high, 
His  providential  care  supply. 

3  Grant,  Lord,  that  we  may  ever  flee 
For  guidance  and  for  help  to  thee  ; 
Thy  blessing  ask  what'er  we  do. 

And  in  thy  strength  our  work  pursue. 
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1  Oh.  for  a  tliovisand  tongues,  to  sing 
Bly  great  Redopmer's  praise  ; 
The  glories  of  my  (iod  and  King, 
Tlie  ti'iiiuiphs  of  his  grace. 


r 

2  My  gracious  Master.  !ind  my  God, 
Assist  me  to  procrlaim— 
To  spread,  tlirough  all  the  earth  abroad, 
Tlie  lionors  of  tliy  Name. 


Woodland.    C.  M. 


Crown  him  Lord  of  All. 

1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jestis'  namel 

Let  ang.-ls  i>rostriite  fall; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  liim  Lord  of  all. 

2  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall, 
H.Til  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terristrial  ball, 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Oh,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 

We  at  his  feet  may  fall  ; 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


3  Jesus!— the  Name  that  charms  our  fears. 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease; 
'T  is  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 


The  Land  of  ilest. 


1  There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest. 

To  mourning  wand'rers  given  ; 
There  is  a  joy  for  souls  distressed, 
A  balm  for  eveiy  wcauuied  breast,— 

'T  is  found  above  in  heaven. 

2  There  is  a  home  for  wary  souls 

By  sin  and  sorrow  driven. 
When  tossed  on  life's  tempestuous  slioiils, 
Where  storms  arise  and  ocean  rolls. 

And  all  is  drear  but  beuTen. 


3  TIi'Te  faith  lifts  up  the  tearless  eye, 

To  brighter  prospects  given  ; 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  by. 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  lly. 

And  all  serene  in  heaven. 

4  Thfre  fingrant  flowers  immortal  bloom, 

And  jnys  supreme  are  given  ; 
There  r  'vs  <liviiie  disperse  tlie  gloom  ; 
Be\ond  I  lie  confines  of  the  tomb 

Appears  tliu  d.-ivvu  of  heaven. 


"Justified  Freely  by  His  Grace." 

1  Amazing  grace!  how  sweet  the  sound 

Tliat  saved  a  wretcli  like  me! 
I  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found, 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

2  Tlirough  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares 

I  have  already  dime: 
'T  is  grace  that  brought  me  safe  thus  far. 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

3  And  when  this  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail. 

And  mortal  life  shall  cease, 
I  sliiiU  possi-ss,  within  the  vail, 
A  life  of  joy  and  peace. 


Baleriiia.    C.  M. 
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His  quickening  Power. 


1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quick  ning  powers; 
Kiudle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Father,  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate— 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  theo. 
And  thine  to  us  so  great? 

S  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'nins  powers  ; 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Savior's  lore, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 


The  Absence  of  the  Spirit. 


1  Oh,  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame; 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

2  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be. 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  thee. 

3  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

Caltn  and  serene  my  frame; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


Cambridge.    C.  M. 


Morning  "Worship. 


1  Lord,  in  the  morning  thou  shall  hear 

My  voice  ascending  high  : 
To  thee  will  I  direct  ray  prayer. 
To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye: 

2  Up  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone, 

To  plead  for  all  his  saints; 
Presenting,  at  the  Father's  throne. 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Oh,  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 

III  ways  of  righteousness; 
Slake  every  path  of  duty  straight, 
And  plain  before  my  face. 


Not  Ashamed  of  the  Gospel. 


1  1  'ni  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord, 

Ov  to  defend   his  cause  ; 
Maintain  the  honor  of  his  word, 
The  glory  of  his  cross. 

2  Firm  as  his  throne  his  promise  stands. 

And  he  can  well  secure 
What  1  've  committed  to  his  hands. 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 

3  Then  he  will  own  my  worthless  name 

Hc'lore  his  Father's  face, 

.\nd  in  the  New  ,Ierusaleni 

Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 


Gratitude. 


1  When  all  thy  mercies,  oh,  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys. 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 
la  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

2  Through  every  period  of  my  life. 

Thy  goodness  I  '11  pursue  ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds. 
The  pleasing  theme  renew. 

3  Through  all  eternity  to  theo 

A  grateful  song  X  'II  raise; 
But  oh  !  eternity  's  too  short 
To  utter  all  thy  praise. 


The  joyful  Sound. 


1  Salvation!  oh,  the  joyful  sound! 

\\  hat  pleasure  to  our  ears; 
A  sov'reign  balm  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  world  around, 

W"hile  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 

Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 

3  Salvation  !  O  thou  bleeding  Lamb  ! 

To  thee  the  praise  belongs: 
Salvation  shall  inspire  our  hearts. 
And  dwell  upon  our  tongues. 


Tarina.    C.  M.,  Double. 
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The  Heavenly  Canaan. 

1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reign; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 
There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never- with'ring  fluwers  : 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  laud  from  ours. 

2  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood. 

While  Jordan  rolled  between. 
Oouhi  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
Not  Jiirdan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 


Joy  to  the  "World. 

I  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come! 
Let  earth  receive  her  King; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 
i  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Savior  reigns! 
Let  men  their  songs  employ  ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and 
Kepeat  the  sounding  joy.  [plains, 

3  Ko  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow, 
Nor  thorns  infest  the  eround  ; 
He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

The  Hace  for  Glory. 

1  Awake,  my  soul !  stretch  every  nerve. 

And  press  with  vigor  on  ; 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal. 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  'T  is  (5od'8  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  thee  from  on  hiiih  ; 
'T  is  he  whose  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye. 


God's  Service  Delightful. 

1  With  joy  we  hail  the  sacred  day, 

Which  God  has  called  his  own ; 
With  joy  the  sunimons  wo  obey, 

To  worship  at  his  throne. 
Spirit  of  grace!  oh,  deign  to  dwell 

Within  thy  Church  below; 
Make  her  in  holiness  excel. 

With  pure  devotion  glow. 

2  Let  peace  within  her  walls  be  found- 

Let  all  her  sons  unite. 
To  spread  with  holy  zeal  around, 

Her  clear  and  shining  light. 
Great  (Jod,  we  hail  the  sacred  day. 

Which  thou  hast  called  thine  owu; 
With  joy  the  summons  we  obey. 

To  worship  at  thy  throne. 


Christ,  the  Conqueror. 

1  Jdsus,  immortal  King,  arise! 

Assert  thy  rightlul  sway; 
Till  earth,  subdued,  its  tribute  brings, 

And  distant  lands  obey. 
Send  forth  thy  word,  and  let  it  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around. 
Till  every  scml  beneath  the  sun 

Shall  hear  the  joyful  sound. 

2  Oh,  may  the  great  Redeemer's  Name 

Through  every  clime  be  known. 
And  heathen  gods,  forsaken,  fall. 

And  Jesus  reign  alone. 
From  sea  to  sea,  from  shore  to  shore. 

Be  thou,  O  Christ,  adored. 
And  earth,  with  all  her  millions,  shout 

Hosannas  to  the  Lord. 


Antioch.    C.  M. 
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3  Blest  Savior,  introduced  by  thee. 
Our  race  have  wo  begun; 


And,  crowned  with  vict'ry,  at  thy  feet 
We  'U  lay  our  trophies  down. 
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The  Voice  of  Jesus. 

1  I  hoard  tlie  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"Behold  T  Irecly  sive 
The  livins  water!  thirsty  one. 

Stoop  down  and  drink  and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of"  that  life-givins  stream; 
My  tliirst  was  quenolied,  my  soul  revived 

And  now  I  lire  in  him. 

2  I  heard  tlie  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  light: 
Look  unto  me;  thy  morn  sliall  rise. 

And  all  thy  day  be  hright." 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  1  found 

In  him  my  Star,  my  Sun; 
And  in  that  liglit  of  life  I  'II  walk 

Till  all  my  journey  'a  done. 


The  Full  Assurance  of  Hope. 

1  IIow  happy  every  child  of  grace. 

That  knows  his  sins  forgiven! 
This  earth,  he  cries,  is  not  my  place, 

1  seek  my  phice  in  heaven  ; 
A  country  far  from  mortal  sight, 

Yet,  oh,  hy  faith  I  see; 
The  land  of  rest,  the  saints'  delight. 

The  heaven  prepared  for  me. 

2  Oh,  what  a  blessed  hope  is  ours  ! 

While  here  on  earth  we  stay. 
Wo  more  than  taste  the  heavenly  powers, 

And  anteilate  that  day: 
We  feel  the  resurrection  near— 

Onrlife  in  Christ  concealed— 
And  with  his  glorious  presence  here 

Our  earthen  vessel's  tilled. 

Cleansiiii^  Fountain. 


Love  for  the  Sunday-School. 

1  I  love  the  Sabbath-scliool— the  place 

My  youthful  feet  have  trod  ; 
Where  I  have  heard  of  wisdom's  ways. 

That  lead  to  peace  and  God. 
I  love  the  Saldiaih-school— 't  is  there 

The  praise  of  God  we  sing; 
'T  is  there  we  bow  the  knee  in  prayer 

To  God,  our  heavenly  King. 

2  I  love  the  Sabhath-school— where  we 

The  Holv  Bible  rearl, 
Whieh  tells  of  Ohrist,  who  came  to  be 

A  .Savior  in  our  nee<l. 
Oh,  that,  when  life's  few  cares  are  past. 

Our  teachers  we  may  meet 
Upon  the  blissful  phiins,  and  cast 

Our  crowns  at  Jetus'  feet. 


Arrangpd  for  this  Work. 
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Precious  Fountain. 


1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood. 

Drawn  from  Iniraanuel'f  veins. 
And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood. 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 

Slnill  never  lose  its  power. 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  more. 


3  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Kedeeniins;  love  has  been  my  therae. 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

4  When  this  poor  lisping.stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave, 
Then  in  a  nobler,  sweetfir  song, 
I  '11  slug  lliy  power  to  save. 


Henewing  the  Covenant. 

1  Come,  let  us  use  the  grace  divine 

And  all,  with  one  accord. 
In  a  perpetual  cov'nant  join 
Ourselves  to  Christ  the  Lord  ; 

2  Give  up  oursehvs,  through  Jesus'  power. 

His  name  to  glorify  ; 
A^d  promise,  in  this  sMcred  hour, 
I'or  God  to  livr  and  die. 
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The  Christian  Child. 

1  By  cool  Siloain's  sliudy  rill 

How  swt'i't  till!  lily  crowH ! 
Hdw  sweet  the  l>rpiitli,  l>eiieatli  the  liill, 
Of  Sharon's  dewy  ruse  ! 

2  Lo!  such  the  chilil  whose  early  feet 

The  paths  of  peace,  hnve  trod— 
Whose  secret  heait,  with  intluenco  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

3  Oh,  thou  who  givest  life  and  breath, 

We  seek  thy  grace  alone. 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death, 
To  keep  lis  still  thine  own. 


I 
Importance  of  the  Bible. 

1  IIow  sh;)ll  the  youns  secure  their  hearts, 

And  guard  their  lives  from  sin  ? 
Thy  word  the  choicest  rules  imparts, 
To  keep  the  conscience  clean. 

2  'Tis,  like  the  sun,  a  heavenly  light, 

That  guiiles  us  all  the  day. 
And,  through  the  dangeis  of  the  night, 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

3  Thv  word  is  everlasting  truth  ; 

How  pure  is  ev('ry  page! 
That  holy  liiiok  shall  guide  our  youth, 
And  well  support  our  age. 


Ortonyille. 
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The  Wanderer  Kecalled, 

1  Return,  O  wanderer,  return. 

And  seek  thy  F'atlier's  face  ; 
Those  new  desires  which  in  thee  burn 
Were  kindled  by  his  grace. 

2  Upturn,  O  wanderer,  return. 

He  hears  thy  humhle  sigh  : 
He  sees  thy  softened  spirit  mourn, 
When  no  one  else  is  nigh. 

3  Return,  0  wanderer,  return; 

Thy  .Savior  bids  thee  live ; 
Come  to  his  cross,  and,  grateful,  learn 
How  freely  he  '11  forgive. 


This  is  my  Friend. 

1  Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 

Upon  the  iSavior's  brow; 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  crowned. 
His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow. 

2  To  him  1  owe  my  life  and  breath. 

And  all   tlie  jovs  1  have; 
He  miikis  me  triumph  over  death. 
He  saves  me  from  the  grave. 

3  Since  from  his  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofs  of  love  divine. 
Had  1  a  thousand  hearts  to  give. 
Lord  1  ihey  should  all  be  thine. 


Excellency  and  SuflQciency. 

1  Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  Word 

What  endless  glory  shines  ! 
Forever  be  thy  name  adored 
For  these  celestial  lines. 

2  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 

Spreads  heavenly  peace  around; 
And  life,  and  everlasting  joys, 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

3  Oh,  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 

Our  ever  dear  delight ; 
And  still  new  beauties  may  we  see. 
And  still  increasing  light. 


Death  of  a  Child. 

1  Life  is  a  span,  a  fleeting  hour- 

How  soon  tlie  vapor  flies  ! 
Man  is  a  tender,  transient  flower, 
That  e'en  in  blooming  dies. 

2  That  once-loved  form,  now  cold  and  dead. 

Each  mournful  thought  employs: 
We  weep  our  earthlv  comforts  fled, 
And  withered  all  our  joys. 

3  Hope  looks  beyond  the  bounds  of  time, 

When  wliat  we  now  deplore 
Shall  rise  in  full,  immortal  prime, 
And  bloom  to  fade  uo  more. 


Zion.    8s,  Vs  &  4. 
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Her  Enemies  Confounded. 

1  Zion  stiiniis  with  liills  surrounded, 

Zion,  kept  Viy  power  divine: 
All  her  foes  shall  be  coiil'ounded. 
Though  the  world  in  arms  combine: 

Happy  Zion— 
What  a  favored  lot  is  thine! 

2  In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  thee. 

Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  more  bright, 
But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee; 
Thou  art  precious  in  his  sight: 

God  is  with  thee— 
God,  thine  everlasting  light. 


I 

The  Temperance  Standard. 

1  Round  the  Temp'rance  standard  rally. 

All  the  friends  of  liunmn  kiud. 
Snatch  the  devotees  of  folly. 
Wretched,  perishing,  and  blind; 

Loudly  tell  them 
How  they  comfort  now  may  find. 

2  Plant  the  Temp'rance  standard  firmly, 

IJound  it  live  and  round  it  die, 
Yotiiig  and  old,  defend  it  sternly, 
Till  we  gain  the  victory. 

And  all  nations 
Hail  the  happy  jubilee. 


Zion  Encouraged. 

1  On  the  mountain-top  appearing, 

I;o!  the  sacred  herald  stands. 
Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing — 
Zion,  long  In  hostile  lands; 

Mourning  captive ! 
God  himself  will  loose  thy  bands. 

2  Goi],  thv  God,  will  now  restore  thee; 

He  liiniself  appears  thv  Friend  ; 
All  tliy  foes  shall  flee  before  thi'e  ; 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end; 

Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  will  surely  send. 


Sicilian  Hymn. 


Closing  School. 

1  Now  is  past  the  time-  of  teaching, 

Ended  is  tlie  hour  we  love  ; 
Hushed,  the  voice  of  friends,  beseeching 
Us  to  seek  for  joys  above: 
Precious  Sabbaths ! 
Swiftly,  oh!  they  swiftly  move. 

2  Wake,  then,  every  tender  feeling. 

Ere  from  school  we  go  away , 
Savior,  come,  thy  grace  revealing, 
In  our  hearts  assert  thy  sway  . 

Bless  us,  partin?, 
On  this  sacred  Sabbath-day, 


Hallelujah. 

1  Oh,  thou  God  of  my  salvation, 

5Iy  Redeemer  from  all  sin  ; 
Jloved  by  thv  divine  compassion. 
Who  hast  died  my  heart  to  win, 

1  will  praise  thee. 
Where  shall  I  thy  praise  begin  ? 

2  Thou2h  unseen,  I  love  the  Savior; 

He  hath  brought  salvation  near; 
Manifests  his  pard'ning  favor. 
And  when  .lesus  doth  appear, 

Soul  and  body 
Shall  his  glorious  image  bear. 


Jesus  "Waiting. 

1  Children,  hear  the  melting  story 

Of  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain, 
'Tis  the  Lord  of  life  and  glory. 
Shall  he  plead  with  you  in  vaiu? 

Clh,  receive  him. 
And  salvation  now  obtain. 

2  All  your  sins  to  him  confessing 

Who  is  ready  to  forgive. 
Seek  the  Savior's  richest  blessing. 
On  his  precious  name  believe 

fie  is  waiting: 
Will  you  nut  his  grace  receive? 


Laban. 
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Perseverance. 


1  Jly  Roul.  he  on  thy  guard, 

Ten  tlionsiiiid  foes  arisi- ; 
TIio  liosts  of  sin  arc  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  fiom  the  skies. 

2  Oh  watch,  and  fieht,  and  pray; 

'I'he  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 
Renew  it  boldiv  eviry  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  yict'rj'  won. 

Nor  lay  thine  armor  down  ; 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done, 
Till  thou  obtain  the  crown. 


Laborers  in  the  Lord's  vineyard. 

1  Oh  let  us  stiH  proreed 

in  Jesus'  work  below; 
And,  ((dPwing  our  triumpliant  Head, 
To  further  conquests  go, 

2  The  vineyard  of  the  Lord 

Before  his  laborers  lies  ; 
And  lo!  we  see  the  vast  reward 
Which  waits  us  iu  the  skies. 

3  Oh,  let  our  heart  and  mind 

Continually  ascend. 
That  haven  of  repose  to  find, 
\\  here  all  our  labors  end. 


Former  things  are  passed  away. 

1  The  people  of  the  Lord 

Are  on  their  way  to  heaven; 
Tliere  they  obtain  their  great  reward. 
The  prize  will  there  be  given. 

2  'T  is  ronfiict  here  below  ; 

'T  is  triumph  there,  and  peace  ; 
On  eartli  we  wrestle  with  the  foe, 
In  heaven  our  conflicts  cease. 

3  Then,  let  us  joyful  sing! 

The  conflict  is  not  long; 
We  hope  in  heaven  to  praise  our  King 
In  one  eternal  sung. 
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Song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

1  Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Of  Bloses  and  the  Lamb; 
Wake,  every  heart  and  every  tongue. 
To  praise  the  Saviors  name. 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  love  ; 

^ing  of  his  rising  power  ; 
Sinir  liow  he  iiitercidi-s  above 
For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 

3  Ye  pilgrims,  on  the  road 

To  Zion's  city,  sins; 
Bejoice  ye  in  the  f.amb  of  God, 
lu  Christ,  th'  eternal  ICiug. 


Delight  in  Ordinances. 

1  Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest. 

That  saw  tlie  Lord  arise; 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast. 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near. 

And  feasts  his  saints  to-day; 
Here  we  may  sit,  and  see  liim  here, 
And  love  and  praise  and  pray. 

3  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this. 
And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 


One  in  Christ  Jesus. 

1  Let  party  names  no  more 

The  Christian  world  oerspread; 
Gentile  and  .lew,  and  bond  and  free, 
Are  one  in  Christ  their  Head. 

2  Among  the  saints  on  earth 

Let  mutual  love  be  found  ; 
Heirs  of  the  same  inheritance. 
With  mutual  blessings  crowned. 

3  Thus  will  the  church  below 

Resemble  that  above; 
Wliere  streams  of  bliss  forever  flow, 
And  everj  iicart  is  love. 


Boylston.    S.  M. 


1  Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed  ; 
At  evp  hold  not  thy  hand  ; 
To  doubt  and  tear  give  thou  no  heed, 
BioadciiKt  it  oer  tlie  laud. 


1  Lord,  help  us,  as  we  sing. 
To  nieiiii  till?  words  we  U8e; 
And  not  to  mock  our  heavenly  King, 
And  all  his  love  abuse. 


:  Thou  know'st  not  which  shall  thrive, 
Till-  late  or  early  sown  ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  frerm  alive. 
When  and  wherever  strewn. 


2  Lord,  help  us,  as  we  pray. 

To  come  with  hearts  sincere  ; 
And  as  we  learn  of  wisdom's  ways. 
To  seek  thy  bkseing  here. 


3  Thou  ranst  not  toil  in  vain; 

(old,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry, 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

3  Lord,  help  us,  while  we  live, 
Thy  servants  toabiile; 
The  aid  of  thy  Eood  Spirit  give; 
In  morcy  be  our  Guide. 


St.  Thomas.    S.  M. 
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Love  for  Zion. 

1  I  love  tliy  kingdom.  Lord, 

'llu'  house  of  lliiiie  abode, — 
The  Cliuich  our  blest  lied,  emer  gaved 
With  iiis  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  Church.  O  God  ! 

Ili-r  walls  before  thee  stand, 
Diar  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye. 
And  graven  on  Ihy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall ; 

For  her  my  prayers  a?ci  nd, 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given. 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last, 

ToZi.in  sliMll  beu'ivi'n 
Th.-  brightest  gloi  ier,  e;irtli  can  yield, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven 


Glory  begun  below. 

1  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Xjord, 
And  let  yonr  joys  be  known  : 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
While  ye  surround  his  throne. 

3  Let  those  refuse  to  sing. 
Who  never  knew  our  God, 
But  servants  of  the  heavenly  King 
Jlay  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  God  that  rules  on  high. 

That  all  the  earth  surveys. 

That  rides  upcm  the  stormy  sky, 

And  calms  the  roaring  seas; 

4  This  awful  God  is  ours. 

Our  Father  and  our  Love, 
Hi-  will  send  down  his  heavenly  powers, 
To  carry  us  above. 


Exhortation  to  Thanksgiving. 


1  Arise,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  his  choice ; 
Arise,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voics. 

2  Oh  for  the  living  flame. 

From  his  own  altar  brought. 
To  touch  our  lips,  our  souls  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought. 

3  God  is  our  strencth  and  song. 

And  his  salvation  ours ; 
Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed. 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

4  Arise,  and  bless  the  Lord  ; 

The  Lord  >  our  God  adore: 
Anse,  atrd  bless  his  glorioin  Name, 
Henceforth,  for  evernion- 
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Heayeiily  Sliore. 


1.  &  2.  Ch.  There  '11  be  no  sorrow  there, 
3d  Cuonus.  I  'm  glad  salvation  's  free,  1 

1  Far  from  these  scenes  of  night, 
Uiabounded  glories  rise, 

And  realms  of  joj'  and  pure  delight, 
Uulvijown  to  mortal  eyes. 

2  No  cloud  those  regions  know- 
Realms  ever  bright  and  fair; 

For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe, 
Can  never  enter  there. 

3  Oh,  may  the  prospect  fire 
Onr  hearts  with  ardent  love. 

Till  wings  of  faith,  and  strong  desire. 
Bear  every  thought  above. 


There  '11  be  no  sorrow  there ;  In  heaven  above,  where  all  is  love,  There  'II  be  Jio  sorrow  there, 
m  glad  salvation  's  free;  Salvation's  free  for   you  and  me,      I  'm  glad     sal-va-tion 's  free. 


1  Oh,  sing  to  me  of  heaven, 
When  1  am  called  to  die, 

Sing  songs  of  holy  ecstasy, 
To  waft  my  soul  on  high. 

2  Then  to  my  raptured  soul 
Let  one  sweet  song  be  given. 

Let  music  cheer  me  hust  on  earth, 
And  greet  me  first  in  heaven. 

3  Then  round  my  senseless  clay, 
Assemble  those  I  love, 

Andsingof  heav'n,  delightful  lieav'n. 
My  glorious  home  above. 

Hallowmar  Flame. 


1  Grace!  'tis  a  charming  sound. 
Harmonious  to  the  car; 

Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound. 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  led  my  roving  feet 

To  tread  the  heavenly  road  ; 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet, 
AVhile  pressing  on  to  God. 

3  (irace  all  the  work  shall  crown. 
Through  everlasting  days; 

And  every  ransomed  iiowershall  join 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

T.  C.  O'K. 
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Cliorus.  Oh,  for  descending  fire!  Oh,   for  the  hal  -  lowing  flame  !  Come,  Ilo-ly  Ghost,  my  heart's  desire,  I  (dead  in    Jo  -  sus  nam 


1  Behold  the  throne  of  grace  ; 

The  promise  calls  us  near; 
There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face. 

And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

1  O  Lord,  thy  work  revive, 

In  Zion's  gloomy  hour, 
And  let  our  dying  graces  live 

Uy  thy  restoring  power. 


2  Thine  image,  Lord,  bestow — 
Thy  presence  and  thy  love — 

That  we  may  serve  thee  here  below. 
And  reign  with  thee  above. 


2  Oh,  let  thy  chosen  few 
Awake  to  earnest  prayer : 

Their  covenant  again  renew, 
And  walk  in  filial  fear. 


3  Teach  us  to  live  by  faith- 
Conform  our  Avills  to  thine; 

Let  us  victorious  be  in  death. 
And  thea  in  glory  ssliine. 

3  Now  lend  thy  gracious  ear; 

Now  listen  to  our  cry: 
Oh,  come,  and  bring  salvation  near; 

Our  soui.-i  on  thee  rely. 


"Blest  be  the  Tie." 


^M'fi^^^i^^B^^^^- 
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1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  In  Christian  love  ; 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

1  Oh,  for  the  death  of  those 
"Who  slumber  in  tlie  Lord  ! 

Oh,  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose, 
Like  theirs  my  last  reward. 


2  Before  our  Father's  throne  I  3  When  we  asunder  part. 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers;  It  gives  us  inward  pain  ; 

I  Ourfears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one,    But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
I     Our  comforts  and  our  cares.  |      And  hope  to  meet  again. 


2  Their  ransomed  spirits  soar, 
On  wings  of  faith  and  love. 

To  meet  tlie  Savior  they  adore, 
And  reign  with  him  above. 


3  Oh,  for  the  death  of  those 
Who  skimber  in  the  Lord  ! 

Oh,  he  like  theirs  my  last  repose. 
Like  theirs  my  last  reward. 
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1  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly-solemn  sound ; 
Let  all  the  nations  know. 
To  earth's  remotest  bound, 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 
8 


2  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 
Hath  full  atonement  made : 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest; 
Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come, 
Keturu,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 


The  Lord  is  King. 

1  Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King  ; 
Your  Lord  and  King  adore; 

Alortals,  give  thanks  and  sing. 

And  triumph  evermore;  [voice; 
Lilt  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 

2  Jesus  the  Savior,  reigns. 
The  God  of  truth  and  love; 

When  he  had  purged  our  stains. 
He  took  his  seat  above ;    [voice: 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 

3  His  kingdom  can  not  fail- 
He  rules  o'er  earth  and  heaven ; 

The  keys  of  death  and  hell 

Are  to  our  Jesus  given  ;  [voice  ; 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God— 

The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  in  his  blood 
Throughout  the  world  proclaim: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come. 
Return,  ye  ransouied  sinners,  home. 
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Hendon.    7s. 


1  Jpsus,  lover  of  my  eoul, 

Let  iiie  to  thy  bosom  fly. 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high. 
Hide  me,  oh,  my  Savior,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  lite  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide. 

Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

2  Other  refuge  have  T  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee; 
Leave,  oh,  leave  me  not  alone; 

Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed  ; 

All  my  hidp  from  thee  I  bring; 
Cover  niv  defenseless  hi'ad 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 


HYMJyS   TO  MAIiTTX. 

\  Holy  Bible!  bonk  divine! 
Precious  treasure!  thou  art  mine! 
Mine,  to  tell  me  whence  I  cauie; 
Mine,  to  teach  nie  what  I  am. 
Bline,  to  chide  me  wlien  I  rove; 
Jline,  to  show  a  Savior's  love; 
HI  I  lie  art  thou  to  guide  my  feet; 
Bline,  to  judge,  condemn,  aciiuit. 

2  Mine,  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless; 
Mine,  to  show  by  living  faith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 
Mine,  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom  ; 
<)h,  thou  precious  book  divine! 
Precious  treasure!  thou  art  mine! 

HYMXS   TO  HEX!) ON, 


The  Banner  of  the  Cross. 


1  Go,  ye  messengers  of  God  ; 

Like  the  beams  of  morning,  fly; 
Take  the  wonder-working  rod  ; 
Wave  the  banner-cross  on  high. 

2  Go  to  many  a  tropic  isle 

In  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
Wheri-  the  skies  forever  smile. 
And  til'  oppressed  forever  weep. 


3  O'er  the  pagan's  night  of  care 

Pour  the  living  light  of  heaven; 
Chase  away  his  wild  despair; 
Bid  him  hope  to  be  forgiven, 

4  Where  the  golden  gates  of  day 

Open  on  the  palmy  East, 
High  the  bleeding  cross  display  ; 
Spread  the  Gospel's  rickest  feast. 


1  See  how  great  a  flame  aspires. 

Kindled  by  a  spark  of  grace ! 
Jesus'  love  the  nation  fires,— 

Sets  the  kingdom  on  a  blaze. 
To  bring  fire  on  earth  he  came; 

Kindled  in  some  heart  it  is: 
Oil,  that  all  might  catch  the  flame. 

All  partake  the  glorious  bliss! 

2  Sons  of  God,  your  Savior  praise! 

He  the  door  hath  opened  wide; 
He  hath  given  the  word  of  grace ; 

Jesus'  word  is  glorified. 
Jesus,  mighty  to  redeem, 

He  alone  the  work  hath  wrought; 
Worthy  is  the  work  of  him  — 

Him  who  spake  a  world  from  naught. 


Evening. 

1  Softly  now  the  light  of  day 
Fades  upon  our  sight  away; 
Free  from  rare,  from  labor  free, 
Lord,  we  would  commune  with  tho< 

2  Soon  from  ns  the  light  of  day 
Shall  fill-ever  pa"*  away; 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Take  us,  Lord,  to  dwell  with  tlico. 


115 


Ives.    7s,  Double. 
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The  Blood-washed  Throng. 

1  Who  aip  these  in  briglit  iirray, 

This  exulting,  happy  thrung, 
Kuiind  tlie  altar  night  and  day, 

Singing  one  triumphant  song? 
These  thiough  fiery  trials  trod. 

These  from  great  afflictions  came; 
Now  before  the  throne  nf  God, 

Sealed  with  his  almighty  name. 

2  Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  wliite, 

Victor  palms  in  every  hand. 
Through  their  great  Redeemer's  might, 

Slore  than  cominerovs  they  stand. 
Jov  ami  gladness  banish  sighs: 

Perfi-ct  liive  dispels  all  fears; 
And  fiiri'ver  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  their  tears. 


The  Pilgrim's  Song. 

1  Children  of  the  licavenly  King, 
As  we  journey  let  us  sing; 
Sing  our  Savior's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 
We  are  travMing  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  our  Fathers  trod  ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

2  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  onr  land ; 
.Jesus  Christ,  our  Father's  Son, 
Bids  us  undismayed  go  on. 
Lord!  obediently  we'll  so, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below; 

Only  thou  onr  leader  be. 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 


Horton.    7s. 


Christ's  Universal  Reign. 

1  Hasten,  Lord,  the  glnvious  time, 

When,  beneath  Messiah's  sway, 
Every  nation,  every  clime. 

Shall  the  gospel  call  obey. 
Mightiest  kings  his  power  shall  ov^n ; 

Heathen  tribes  his  name  adore; 
Satan  and  his  host,  o'erthrown. 

Bound  in  chains,  sliall  hurt  no  more. 

2  Then  shall  wars  and  tumults  cense; 

Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain; 
Kighteonsness,  and  joy,  and  peace, 

Undisturbed,  shall  ever  reign. 
Bless  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord; 

Ever  praise  his  glorious  name; 
AH  his  mighty  acts  record — 

All  his  wondrous  love  proclaim. 


1  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise! 

St  ly  not  for  the  morrow's  sun  : 
Wisdom  if  you  still  despise, 
Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

2  Hasten,  m'Tcy  to  implore! 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  snn. 
Lest  thy  season  should  be  o'er 
Ere  this  eveninc's  stage  be  run. 


The  danger  of  Delay. 


3  Hasten,  sinner,  to  return! 

Stav  not  fiir  the  morrow's  snn, 

Lest  tliv  lamp  should  fail  to  burn 

Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 

4  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  blest ! 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 
Lest  perdition  thee  arrest 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 


Encouragements  to  Pray. 

1  Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare; 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer; 
He  himself  invites  thee  near- 
Bids  thee  ask  him,  waits  to  hear. 

2  Lord,  T  come  to  thee  for  rest ; 
Take  possession  of  my  breast; 

Th'-re,  thy  bloorf-bonglit  right  maintain, 
And  witliout  a  rival  reign. 
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Autumn. 


1st  time.   2d  and  last  time. 


Jesus,  I  my  Cross  have  Taken. 

1  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

All  to  leave  and  follow  tliee; 
Nakeil,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 

Tliou,  from  hence,  my  all  shall  be. 
Perish  every  tond  ambition. 

All  I  've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known  ; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition  ! 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Savior  too; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 

Thou  'iirt  not,  like  them,  untrue. 
And  while. thou  shaltKniih-  vipon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might. 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  scprn  me. 

Show  thy  lace,  and  all  is  bright. 


Seeking  a  Blessing. 

1  Heavenly  Father,  grant  thy  blessiii!». 

While  once  more  tli)   praise  we  sing; 
Sinfnl  hearts  and  lives  confessing, 

Nothing  worthy  can  we  bring; 
Yet  thy  book  of  love  hath  taught  us. 

Thou  wilt  kindly  bow  thine  ear; 
For  the  sake  of  Him  who  bought  us, 

We  may  call  and  thou  wilt  hear. 

2  What  a  boon  to  us  is  given. 

Thus  to  lift  our  Voice  on  liigh  ! 
Well  assured  the  ear  of  heaven 

Hears  our  wants,  and  will  supply. 
Weak  and  sinful— oh,  how  often 

Must  we  look  to  God  alone. 
For  his  grace  our  hearts  to  soften, 

.\nd  sustain  us  as  his  own! 


TALMAll.    8s  &  7s. 


Eccl.,  Chap,  xi.  Verse  1. 


1  Cast  thv  bread  upon  the  waters; 

Thinking  not  'tis  tlirown  away; 
God  hiuiself  saith  thou  shalt  gather 
It  again  some  future  day. 

2  Cast  thy  bread  upon  th"  waters; 

Wildly  though  the  billows  roll. 
They  bntiiid  tliee  as  thou  toilest 
Truth  to  spread  fiom  pole  to  P'jle. 


3  Cost  thv  bread  upon  the  waters; 

Why  wilt  thou  still  doubting  stand? 
Bounteous  shall  God  send  the  harvest, 
If  thou  sow'st  with  liberal  liaud. 

4  Give  then  freely  of  thy  substance— 

O'er  this  cause  the  Lord  doth  reign  ; 
Cast  tliy  bread,  and  toil  with  patience, 
Thou  shalt  labor  not  iu  vain. 


Toil  on,  Teachers. 

1  Toil  on,  teachers,  toil  on  boldly, 

Labor  on,  and  watch  iind  pray; 
Mrn  may  scott'  and  treat  you  coldly. 

Heed  them  not,  go  on  your  way  ; 
Jesus  is  a  loving  master; 

Cease  not  then  this  work  to  do; 
Cleave  to  him,  still  chiser,  faster, 

He  will  own  and  honor  you. 

2  Toil  on,  teachers!  earnest,  steady. 

Sowing  well  the  seeds  of  truth; 
Always  willing,  cheerful,  ready, 

Watching,  praying,  for  your  youth  ; 
Patient,  firm,  and  peisevering. 

Leaning  on  the  promise  sure; 
Prayer  will  surely  gain  a  hearing. 

Faithful  to  the  end  endure. 


Joy  at  the  Cross. 

1  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing. 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend  ; 
Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing. 
From  the  sinner's  dying  friend. 

2  Love  and  grief,  my  heart  dividing. 

With  my  tears  his  feet  1  '11  bathe; 
Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding, 
Life  deriving  from  his  death. 

3  Truly  blessed  is  this  station. 

Low  befare  his  cross  to  lie; 
While  1  see  divine  compassion 
IScaniing  in  his  gracious  eye. 

4  Here  I  'II  sit,  forever  viewing 

Mercy  streaming  in  his  blood  ; 
Precious  drops  my  soul  bedewing. 
Plead,  and  claim  uiy  peace  with  God. 


Harwell.    8s  &  7s,  Double. 

Fine. 


Glorying  in  the  Cross. 

1  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Tiiwerin?  o'er  thp  wri-cUs  uf  time; 
All  the  lisht  of  Siicn-a  story 

Gathers  rouiiil  it-^  h'Sfi  siil)lime. 
Who'll  the  uoi-s  or  life  o  rrtake  me, 

Hopes  deceive,  aiul  feiirs  annoy. 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  nie: 

Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  aud  joy. 

2  When  thesun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Li;;ht  ami  love  upon  my  way. 
From  tlie  cro-js  the  radiance  streaming. 

All  Is  new  luster  to  the  day. 
Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure. 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified  : 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 

Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 


Good  Tidings. 

1  Shout  the  tidinffs  of  .salvation 

To  the  aged  and  the  young. 
Till  the  precious  invitation 

Waken  every  heart  and  tongue; 
Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation 

O'er  the  prairies  of  the  west. 
Till  each  gathering  coneregation 

With  the  gospel  sound  is  blest. 

2  Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation. 

Mingling  with  the  ocean's  roar, 
Till  the  ships  of  every  nation 

Bear  the  news  from  shore  to  shore  ; 
Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation 

O'er  the  islands  of  the  sea. 
Till,  in  humble  adoration. 

All  to  Christ  shall  bow  the  knee. 

Nettleton.    8s  &  7s,  Double. 

I  Fine.  m« 


Onward,  Band  Victorious. 

1  Onward!  onward!  band  victorious, 

Bear  the  Teinp'rance  banner  high! 
Thus  far  has  \  our  course  been  glorious, 

Now  your  day  of  triumph  's  nigh. 
Vice  and  error  ticc  before  yon. 

As  the  darkness  flics  the  sun  ; 
Onward,  victory  liovers  o'er  you, 

Soon  the  battle  will  be  won. 

2  Onward!  onward!  songs  and  praises 

King  to  heaven's  topmost  arch, 
Wheresoe'er  your  standard  raises, 

And  your  conquering  legions  march; 
Gird  the  Temp'iance  armor  on  you. 

Look  for  guidance  from  above; 
God  and  angels  smile  upon  you. 

Hasten  then  your  work  of  iove. 


^^^^mm^^^^ 


Hitherto  hath  the  Lord  helped  us. 


1  Come,  thou  fount  of  every  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace; 
Str.-ams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 

Call  fur  songs  of  loud'St  praise. 
Teach  me  some  melodious  scoinet, 

Suns  by  flaming  tongues  above; 
Praise  the  mount— I   m  fixed  upon  it; 

Mount  of  thy  redeeming  love. 


2  Here  I'll  raise  mine  Kbenezer; 

Hither  by  thy  ludpl'in  come; 
And  I  iiop'>,  by  thv  sood  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wand'ring  from  the  fold  of  God; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  diinaer, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 


1  Savior,  visit  thy  plantation; 

Grant  us.  Lord,  a  gracious  rain: 
All  wril  come  to  desolation. 
Unless  thou  return  again. 
J:  Lord,  revive  us.  Lord,  revive  us, 
All  our  help  must  come  from  thee.  :I 

2  Break  the  tempter's  fatal  power; 

Turn  the  stony  heart  to  flesh  ; 
And  begin,  from  this  good  hour. 
To  revive  thy  work  atrcsli. 


Webb.    7s  &  6s 


The  Morning  Cometh. 

1  Themornin?  light  is  breaking; 

Tlie  darkness  disappears  ; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears: 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Bring.s  tidings  from  afar 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thy  onward  way  ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim—"  The  Lord  is  come !  " 


1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains. 

From  India's  cciral  strand; 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Koll  down  their  golden  sand  ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain. 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  laud  from  error's  chain. 

2  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high. 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation  !— oh,  salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

3  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  vou,  ye  waters,  roll. 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  fruni  pole  to  pole: 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
K'-de.emer,  King,  ('reator. 

In  bliss  returus  to  reign. 


To  thee,  O  Savior. 

1  To  thee.O  blessed  Savior, 

Our  grateful  songs  we  raise; 
Oh,  tune  our  hearts  and  voices, 

Thy  holy  name  to  praise. 
'T  is  by  thy  sovereign  mercy 

We're  here  allowed  to  meet. 
To  join  with  friends  and  teachers, 

Thy  blessing  to  entreat. 

2  Lord,  guide  and  bless  our  teachers. 

Who  labor  for  our  good; 
And  may  the  Holy  Scriptures 

By  us  be  understood  ; 
Oh,  may  our  hearts  be  given 

To  thee,  our  glorious  King; 
That  we  may  meet  in  lieaveu, 

Thy  praises  there  to  sing. 


Not  Ashamed. 

1  Ashamed  to  be  a  (-'hristian. 

Afraid  the  world  should  know 
1  'ni  on  my  way  to  Zion, 

Where  joys  eternal  flow! 
Forbid  it,  oh,  my  Savior, 

That  I  should  ever  be 
Afraid  to  wear  thy  color, 

Or  blush  to  follow  thee. 

2  Ashamed  to  be  a  Christian, 

To  love  my  Ood  and  King! 
The  fire  of  zeal  is  burning. 

My  soul  is  on  the  wing. 
I  want  a  faith  ni:ide  perfect. 

That  all  tlii^  world  may  see, 
I  stand  a  living  witness 

Of  mercy,  rich  and  free. 


Missionary  Hymn.    7s  &  6s. 
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Watcher. 


The  Universal  Anthem. 

1  When  sliall  the  voice  of  singing 

Flow  joyfully  along? 
Wlien  hill  and  valley,  ringing 

With  one  triumphant  song, 
Prnclaim  the  contest  ended. 

And  Him  who  once  was  slaiu, 
Again  to  earth  descended. 

In  righteousness  to  reign. 

2  Then  from  the  craggy  mountains. 

The  sacred  shout  shall  fly ; 
And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply. 
High  tower  and  lowly  dwelling 

Shall  send  the  chorus  round. 
All  hallelujahs  swelling. 

In  one  eternal  sound  ! 


1  We'll  not  give  up  the  Bihle, 

God's  holy  boolc  of  truth  ; 
The  blessed  staff  of  hoary  age, 

The  guide  of  early  youth  : 
The  sun  that  sheds  a  glorious  light 

O'er  every  dreary  road  ; 
The  voice  that  speaks  a  Savior's  love, 

And  calls  us  home  to  God. 
3  We  '11  not  give  up  the  Bible, 

For  pleasure  or  for  pain  ; 
We'll  buy  the  truth,  and  sell  it  not. 

For  all  that  we  might  gain: 
Though  man  should  try  to  take  our  prize, 

By  guile  or  cruel  might, 
We'll  suffer  all  that  man  could  do. 

And  God  defend  the  right ! 
3  We'll  not  give  up  the  Bible, 

But  spread  it  far  and  wide, 
Until  its  saving  Toice  be  heaid 

Beyond  the  rolling  tide: 
Till  all  shall  know  its  gracious  powsr. 

And,  with  one  voice  and  heart, 
Besolve,  that  from  God's  sacred  Word 

We  HI  nerer,  never  part ! 


Secret  Prayer. 

1  Go  when  the  morning  shineth. 

Go  when  the  moon  is  bright. 
Go  when  the  eve  declineth, 

Go  in  the  hush  of  night ; 
Go  with  pure  mind  and  feeling. 

Drive  earthly  thoughts  away, 
And,  in  thy  closet  kneeling. 

Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 

2  Remember  all  who  love  thee, 

And  who  are  loved  by  thee; 
Pray,  ton,  for  those  who  hate  thee. 

If  any  such  there  be  ; 
Then,  lor  thyself,  in  meekness, 

A  blessing  humbly  claim. 
And  blend  with  each  petition 

Thy  great  Kedeemer's  name. 


Like  Jesus. 

1  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  Idwly  and  so  meek; 
For  no  one  marked  an  angry  word 

That  ever  heard  him  speak. 
I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  frequently  in  prayer; 
Atone  upon  the  mountain-top, 

He  met  his  Father  there. 

2  I  want  to  bo  like  Jesua  ; 

I  never,  never  find 
That  he,  though  persecuted,  was 

To  any  one  unkind. 
I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Engaged  in  doing  good. 
So  that  of  me  it  may  be  said, 

"She  hath  douo  what  slie  could." 


The   Holy   Book.    Arranged  for  this  Work. 

Ut.     I     2d. 


Oron. 
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1  By  thy  birth,  and  bv  thy  t(>ars  ; 
Uy  thy  liiiinun  srii-fs  ami  fears; 
By  thy  coiirtict  in  th"  liour 
Ot"  the  subtle  tempters  puwer— 
Savior,  lo<>k,witli  pitying  eye; 
Savior,  help  me,  or  I  die. 


Moderato  legato. 


By  thy  lonely  hour  of  prayer; 
J5y  the  fearful  cuntliot  there; 
By  thy  cross  and  dyina  cries  ; 
By  thy  one  great  sacrifice- 
Savior,  look  with  pitying  eye; 
Savior,  help  me,  or  I  die. 

Depth  of  Mercy. 

Slaccalto.  ,     , 
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3  By  thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave; 
By  thy  power  the  lost  to  save; 
By  thy  high  majestic  throne; 
By  tlie  eiiipire  all  thine  own- 
Savior,  look  with  pitying  eye, 
Savior,  help  me,  or  1  die. 


Repeat  pp. 

■       -I— r 


Plea  for  Mercy. 


1  Pepth  of  mercy!  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me? 
fan  my  God  his  wrath  forbear! 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare? 


1       ^    I 
(  God  is  love!  I  Jniow,  I  feel, 
■  t  Jesus  weeps  and  loves  me  still,   Je 


I  have  long  withstood  his  grace  ; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face. 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls  ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thoosaud  fails. 


sus  weeps,    he  tvecps,  and  loves  me  still. 


3  There  for  me  thfl  Savior  stands  ; 
Shows  his  wounds  and  spreads  his  hands ; 
God  is  love !  I  know,  1  feel ; 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 


Clinging  to  the  Cross. 

1  Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  tliee; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 

From  thy  wauuded  side  which  flowed. 
Be  of  sin  tho  double  cure- 
Save  from  wrath,  and  make  me  pure. 

2  Could  my  tears  forever  tlnw— 
Could  uiy  zeal  no  languor  know — 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone: 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  the  cross  I  cling. 


Toplady. 


Fine. 


D.  C. 


3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknowu, 


And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne— 
Kock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  bide  myself  iu  thee. 


I  will  slug  for  Jesus. 


Philip  Phillips. 
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1  I  will  sing  for  Jesns  ! 

With  liis  blood  he  bought  me, 
Anil  all  along  my  pilgrim  way, 
His  loving  hand  has  biought  me. 
Chorus  to  each  stanza. 
Oh,  help  me  sing  for  Jesus, 

Hi'lp  me  tell  the  story 
Of  him  who  did  redeem  ns. 
The  Lord  of  life  and  glory. 

2  Can  there  overtake  me 

Any  dark  disaster, 
■\Vliile  I  sing  for  Jesns, 
My  blessed,  blessed  Master? 

3  I  will  sing  for  Jesus  ! 

His  name  alone  prevailing. 
Shall  be  my  sweetest  music. 
When  heart  and  flesh  are  failing. 

4  Still  I  'II  sing  for  Jesus! 

Oh,  how  will  I  adore  him. 
Among  the  crowd  of  witnesses 
Who  cast  their  crowns  before  him  ! 


2d  Cho.  Oh,  we  icill  sing  for  Jesus,  We  iviU  tell  the  slortj  Of  him,  etc. 

Fearless  in  the  Fire  of  Tribulation. 

3  Thou  dost  conduct  thy  people 


1  Head  of  the  Church  triumphant, 

We  lovfully  adore  thee. 
Till  thou  appear,  thy  members  here 
Shall  sing  like  those  in  glory. 

2  We  lift  our  hearts  and  voices 

With  blest  anticipation. 
And  cry  aloud,  and  give  to  God 
The  praise  of  our  salvation. 

7s  &  6s. 


Amsterdam. 


Through  torrents  of  temptation; 
Kor  w-ill  we  fear,  while  thou  art  near, 

The  fire  of  tiibulation. 
i  Tlie  world,  with  sin  and  Satan, 

In  vain  our  march  opposes  ; 
By  thee  we  shall  break  thro'  them  all, 

And  sing  the  song  of  Moses. 


r>.  c.  I 


1  Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings 

Thy  bt-tter  portion  trace; 
Eise  fmm  transitory  things, 

Tow'rd  heaven,  thy  native  place: 
Sun,  ami  moon,  and  stars  decay; 

Time  sliall  soon  tlii<  earth  remove; 
Kise,  mv  soul,  and  lia'^ti'  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 


Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course: 
Fire,  ascending,  seeks  the  sun  ; 

Buth  spi'ed  tlieni  to  their  source : 
So  a  soul  that  "s  born  of  God 

Pants  to  vi->w  his  glorious  face; 
Lpward  ttnds  to  his  abode. 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 


3  Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn; 

Press  onward  to  the  prize; 
Soiin  our  Savior  will  return, 

Triuinpbaiit  in  the  skies: 
There  w-'ll  join  the  heavenly  train, 

Welcomed  to  partake  the  bliss; 
Fly  frciin  sorrnw,  care,  and  pain, 

i'o  realms  of  endless  peace. 


Home  of  the  Soul. 


PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


Moderato  e  affettuoso.  i     k   I  •S-  _l     N  J 
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1  T  will  sing  you  a  song  of  that  bearitiful 

The  far-away  liume  of  the  soul,       [land, 
I :  Where  no  storms  ever  beat  on  the  glit- 
ti  ring  strand. 
While  the  years  of  eternity  roll.  :l 

2  Oh  that  home  of  the  soul  in  my  visions  and 

dreams, 
Its  bright  jasper  walls  I  can  see ; 
:  I  Till  I  fancy  but  thinly  the  vale  intervenes 
Between  the  fair  city  and  me. :  I 

3  That  unchangeable  home  is  for  you  and  for 

Wliere  Jesus  of  Nazareth  stands  ;      [me, 
|:The  king  of  all  kingdoms  forever  is  he. 
And    he    holdeth    our    crowns    in    his 
hands.:  I 

4  Oh  how  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beautiful 

So  free  from  all  sorrow  and  pain  !    [bind, 
|:  With  songs  on  our  lips,  and  with  harps  in 
our  hands. 
To  meet  one  another  again. :  | 


2dvrv/ 


D.  S.  .-g: 
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I 

1  Oh  how  happy  are  they 
Wlio  the  Savior  obey, 

And  have  laid  up  their  treasure  above  ; 
Tongue  can  never  express 
The  sweet  comfort  and  peace 

Of  a  soul  in  its  earliest  love. 

2  That  sweet  comfort  was  mine, 
When  the  favor  divine 

I  received  through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb; 

When  my  heart  first  believed, 

What  a  joy  I  received. 
What  a  heaven  in  Jesus'  name. 


1"' 

3  'T  was  a  heaven  below. 

My  Redeemer  to  know, 
And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more 

Than  to  fall  at  his  feet. 

And  the  story  lepeat. 
And  the  Lover  of  sinners  adore. 

i  Jesus  all  the  day  long 
Was  my  joy  and  my  song; 

Oh  that  all  his  salvation  might  see; 
He  hath  loved  me,  I  cried, 
Ne  hath  suffered  and  died. 

To  redeem  even  rebels  like  me. 


The  Lord's  Prayer.    (Chant.) 


Gregorian. 


1.  Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  I  hallowed  |  be  thy  |  name  :  1  Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done  on  |  earth,  as  it  |  is  in  j  heaven. 

2.  Give  us  tills  I  day  our  1  daily  |  bread;  P  And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  |  them  that  |  trespass  a-  |  gainst  us; 

3.  And  lead  iis  not  into  temptation,  but  de-  |  liver  I  us  from  |  evil ;  ||  For  tJiino  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  |  glory,  for-  |  ever. 

A-  I  men. 


0  Say,  shall  we  Meet  you  all  There? 
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Solo,  Duet,  and  Chorns. 


S.  J.  VAIL. 


Wlipre  do    you 
Where  do    you 


f  We  're  jour  -  ney-ing 
lAud  when  we  get 
f  Wli;it    is    your 

I  What    is    your 


my 
my 
to 


(Our 
lAnd 


r  Yes,     we    will 

t  Bear  -  ing    the 

rWe'U  walk  thro'  the 
\  Aud     when  you  get 


journey, 
journey, 

onward 
safely         to 

mission,  my 
mission,  my 
practic  -  ing 
footsteps  of 
meet  you,  my 
cross,  we,  ray 
vale  and  the 
safe  -  ly      to 


Ca 
glo 
bro 


ther, 
ter, 
naan, 
■    ry. 


bro 


Chorus. 


ther, 
ter, 
tue, 
SUS, 

ther, 
SIS  -  ter, 
shad  -  ow, 
glo    -    ry, 


-N-N- 


Oh  where  do    y6u  journey,  I 
For  stormy     and        ... 
Thro'  sufTring,  and  trial,  and 
Oh  say    shall    we        ... 

Oh  what    is    your  mission    be    - 

As  jour  -  ney-ing 

Sweet  char-i  -  tv,    patience,  and 

That  lead    to    the 

God  helping  our  weakness  and 

The  crown  will  en-     .        .        - 

Thio"  sufTring.  and   trial,   and 

You  '11  meet,  yes  you  '11     - 


love. 


dark  is  the  way.  (Duel.). 
there.  (Cho.) 
go?  (Duet.) 
mansions  a  -  bove.  (Cho.) 
dca  -  vor  to  win.  (Duet.) 
meet    us    all     there.  (Clio.) 


meet  you    all 
on  -  ward  you 


ere?  And  wh 

^  1^  1^  '^  11 


Oh  say,  shall  we  meet  you  all  there?  Oh  say,  shall  we  meet  you  all  there?  And  when  we  get  safely  to  glory,  Oh  say,  shall  we  meet  vou  all 
^-v  ^-^  [there? 
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Sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

1  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sweet  hour  of  prayer! 
That  falls  me  from  a  world  of  care. 
And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne. 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known; 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief, 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 

1  :  And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare. 

By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer!  :  | 

2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sweet  hour  of  prayer! 
Thy  wings  shall  uiy  petition  baav. 

To  him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  Mess; 
And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face. 
Believe  liis  word  and  trust  his  grace, 
I  :  I  'II  cast  on  him  my  every  care. 

And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. :  | 


Homeward  bound. 

1  Out  on  an  ocean  all  boundless  we  ride, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound  ; 
Tossed  on  the  waves  of  a  rough,  restless  tide. 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 
Far,  from  the  safe,  quiet  harbor  we  've  rode. 
Seeking  our  Father's  celestial  abode. 
Promise  of  which  on  us  each  he  bestowed. 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 

2  Wildly  the  storm  sweeps  lis  on  as  it  roars. 

We 're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound; 
Look!  yonder  lie  the  bright  heavenly  shores. 

We  're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 
Steady,  0  pilot!  stand  firm  at  the  wheel. 
Steady!  we  soon  shall  outweather  the  gale; 
Oh  how  we  fly  'neath  the  loud-creaking  sail. 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 


124    Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY.         Pilgi'im,  Watch  and  Pray. 


T.  E.  PERKINS. 


Pilgrim,  "Watch  and  Pray. 

1  Softly,  on  the  bn^atli  of  evening, 
Comes  the  tender  sigh  of  day  ; 
Lonely  lieait,  by  sorrow  ladeu, 
'X  is  the  time  to  priiy. 

Chorus. 
|:Weary  pilgrim,  cease  thy  mourning, 
Kest  beyond  forever, 


2  'T  is  the  hour  when  hallowed  feelines 

Chase  our  doubts  and  feat  s  away  ; 
'Tis  tlie  hour  for  calm  devotion, 
Pilgrim,  watch  and  pray. 
\\  eary  pilgrim,  etc. 

3  Though  temptations  dark  oppress  th?e, 

.Iisus  guides  thee  on  thy  way  ; 
lie  will  hear  thy  lightest  whisper. 
Pilgrim,  watch  and  pray. 
Weary  pilgrim,  etc. 


Shining  Shore. 

1  My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by. 

And  I,  a  pilgrim  stranger. 
Would  not  iletain  tliem  as  they  fly, 
These  hours  of  toil  and  danger. 

Chorus. 
For  now  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand. 

Our  friends  are  passing  over; 
And  just  bifore,  thn  shining  shore 
We  may  almost  discover. 

2  AVe'll  gird  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear. 

Our  heavenly  hcmie  discerning; 
Cur  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word. 
Let  every  lamp  be  burning. 

3  Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempest  blow, 

Ea<h  cord  on  earth  to  sever; 
Our  King  says  come,  and  there  'sour  home, 
Forever,  oh,  forever! 

Shall  we  Gather  at  the  Kiver? 

1  Shall  we  gather  at  the  river, 

Whei-e  bright  angel  feet  have  trod? 
With  its  crystal  lidc  forever 
Flowing  by  the  throne  of  God  ? 

Chorus. 
Tes,  we'll  gather  at  the  river. 
The  beautiful,  the  biMUtiful  river, 
Gather  with  th-  s;uiifs  at  the  river. 
That  fluws  by  the  throne  of  God./ 


2  On  the  margin  of  the  river. 

Washing  up  its  silver  spray. 

We  will  walk  and  worship  ever. 

All  the  happy,  golden  day. 

3  Ere  we  reach  tlie  shining  river, 

Lay  we  every  burden  down  ; 
Grace  our  spirit  will  deliver. 
And  provide  a  robe  and  crown. 

4  Sooii  we'll  reach  the  silver  river. 

Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease. 
Soon  our  happy  hearts  will  .juiver. 
With  the  melody  of  peace. 

Eeulah. 

1  Mv  latest  stm  is  sinking  fast, 

My  race  is  maily  run; 
Jly  strongest  trials  now  are  past. 
My  triumph  is  begun. 

Refrain. 
Oh,  come,  angel  band,  come,  and  around  me 
stand. 
Oh.  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings 

'I'o  my  immortal  home! 
Oh,  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings 
To  my  immortal  home! 

2  I  know  I  'm  nearing  the  holy  ranks 

Of  friends  and  kindred  dear, 
For  I  brush  the  dews  on  .Jordan's  banks. 
The  crossing  must  be  near. 


3  I  've  almost  gained  my  heavenly  home. 

My  spirit  loudly  sings; 
The  holy  ones,  behidd,  they  come! 
1  hear  the  noise  of  wings. 

4  Oh,  bear  my  longing  heart  to  him 

Wiio  bled  and  died  for  me; 
Whose  blood  now  cleanses  from  all  gin, 
And  gives  me  victory. 

Courage. 

1  l:Oh,  do  not  be  discouraged. 

For  ,Iesns  is  your  friend  1 :1 
He  will  give  you  grace  lo  conquer. 
He  will  give  you  grace  to  conquer. 

And  keep  you  in  the  end. 

Cho7-vs. 
I  am  glad  T  'm  in  this  army, 
J:  Yes,  I  'm  gla<l  I  'm  in  this  army,  :I 
And  I  '11  battle  for  the  school. 

2  f:  Fight  on,  ve  little  s.ildiers. 

The  battle  you  shall  win::|! 
For  the  Savior  is  yonr  Captain, 
For  the  Savior  is  your  Captain, 

And  he  has  vauqui-hed  sin. 

3  f:And  when  the  corifiict's  over, 

Before  him  you  shall  stand;:] 
You  shall  sing  his  praise  forever. 
You  shall  sing  his  praise  forever. 

In  Canaan's  happy  land. 


Dew  Drops. 


1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee  ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me; 

Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 

I :  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  :| 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down  ; 
Darkness  comes  over  me, 

^ly  rest  a  stone ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I  'd  be 

Nearer,  etc. 

3  There  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  thou  sendest  me. 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 

Nearer,  etc. 

4  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing. 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Suu,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 

Nearer,  etc. 


Battling  for  the  Lord. 


wm 


1  We  've  listed  in  a  holy  war, 

Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 

Eternal  life,  eternal  joy, 

Battling  for  the  Lord ! 

CHORUS. 

We  '11  work  till  Jesus  comes, 
Av'e'Il  work  till  Jesus  conies, 
We  '11  work  till  Jesus  comes. 
And  tlien  we  '11  rest  at  home. 


2  Under  our  Caiitain,  Jesus  Christ, 

Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 
We  've  listed  for  this  mortal  life, 
Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 

3  We'll  fight  against  the  powers  of 

Battling  for  the  Lord  !  [sin, 

In  favor  of  our  heavenly  King, 
Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 

4  And  when  our  warfare  here  is  o'er, 

Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 
This  strife  we  'U  leave,  and  war  no 
more. 
Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 

5  Our  friends  and  kindred  there  we  '11 

meet, 
On  the  heavenly  shore  ! 
And  ground  our  arms  at  Jesus'  feet, 
On  the  heavenly  shore  ! 

CODA  FOR  LAST  VERSE., 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home ! 
Prepare  me,  dear  Savior,  for  gloi-y, 
my  home. 

Climbing  up  Zion's  Hill. 


l"I'm    trving   to   climb   up   Zion's 
Hill," 
For  the  Savior  whispers,  "  Love 
me;  " 
Though  all  beneath  is  dark  as  death, 
Yet  the  stars  are  bright  above  me. 
Then  upward  still  to  Zion's  Hill, 
To  the  land  of  joy  and  beauty. 
My  path   before   shines  more  and 
more. 
As  it  nears  the  golden  city. 

CHORUS. 

I  'm  climbing  up  Zion's  Hill, 
I  'm  climbing  up  Zion's  Hill, 

Climbing,  climbing. 
Climbing  up  Zion's  Hill. 


1C5 

2  I  know  I  'm  but  a  little  child, 

My  strength  will  not  jiroteot  me  ; 
But  then  I  am  the  SuNior's  lamb, 

And  he  will  not  neglect  me. 
Then  all  the  time  1  '11  try  to  climb 

This  holy  hill  of  Zion, 
For  I  am  sure  the  waj'  is  pure, 

And  on  it  comes  "  no  lion." 

3  Then  coiue  with  me,  we  '11  upward 

fio; 
And  climb  this  hill  together ; 
And  as  we  walk,  we  '11  sweetly  talk, 

And  sing  as  we  go  thither. 
Then  mount  up  still  God's  holy  hill, 

Till  we  reach  the  pearly  portals, 
Where  raptured  tongues  pi'oelaim 
the  songs 
Of  the  shining-robed  immortals. 

,    The  Gospel  Ship. 

1  The  Gospel  Ship  is  sailing, 

Sailing,  sailing ; 
The  Gospel  Ship  is  sailing. 

Bound  for  Canaan's  happy  shore. 
All  who  would  ship  for  glory. 

Glory,  glory ; 
All  who  would  ship  for  glory. 

Come  and  welcome,  rich  and  poor. 

CHORUS. 

Glory,  hallelujali  ! 

All  on  board  are  sweetly  singing; 
Glory,  hallelujah  \ 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb  ! 

2  Sails  filled  with  heavenly  breezes. 

Swiftly  glides  the  ship  along. 
Her  company  are  singing. 
Glory,  glory  is  their  song. 

3  Take  passage  now  for  glory. 

Sailing  o'er  life's  troubled  sea, 
With  us  you  shall  be  happy, 
Happy  through  eternity. 


ISTDEX  OF  TUITES  AUD  HYMHS. 

Titles  of  Tunes,  in  CAPITALS.      First  Lines,  in  Roman. 


Above  the  blue  rthorial  skies 7'i 

A  HOME  IN  HEAVEN 82 

All  liiiil  the  powiT  iif. Jesus'  name 104 

ALL  TO  CHRIST  I  OWE S4 

Amazing  KiHCe,  how  sweet KH 

AMKHICA 97 

AH  T  A  SOLDIER  OK  THE  CROSS s 

AMSTERDAM 121 

ANCHORED   FAST 17 

ANGELS'  WELCOME 7rt 

ANTIOcm  lOr, 

Arise  and  bless  the  Lord HI 

Ashamed  to  be  a  Christian ■ lis 

As  I  wandered "J4 

Asleep  in  Jesus 1'I2 

Assenililed  in  our  scliool 102 

ASSURANCE Iii7 

AT  THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL Kl 

AUTUMN 116 

Awiike  and  sing  the  song 11" 

Awake,  mv  soul,  stretch lotl 

AWAKE,  0  ZION ilO 

BALERMA 105 

Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne US 

Behold  a  stranger  at  the  door 70 

Behold  the  throne  of  grace 112 

BelioM  ulii-re  lie  stands 14 

Bli'ssed  J, -us  that  thou  art 7i» 

BLESI'BETIIK  TIE 113 

Blow  ye  tlie  trumpet 113 

BOYLSTON Ill 

Brother,  vou  may  work  tor  Jesus 7S 

BUY  Til E  TRUTH  AND  SELL  IT  NOT.      7 

Bv  cool  Siloani's  sliady  riil lOS 

By  thy  birtli  and  by  tliy  tears 120 

CALLING  US  AWAY 30 

CAMBRIDGE 10", 

CAN  YOU  TELL 4.-> 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  tlie  waters llii 

Children  hear  tli  ■  meltiuji  story KJi) 

<;hildreu  of  the  ll.avenlv  King 11') 

CHRISI'lAN    KEUNION 3) 

CLEANSING  FOUNTAIN 1117 

COME  AND  WELCOME 3S 


Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove 10.'> 

Come  let  us  use  the  grace Iii7 

Come,  mv  soul,  thv  suit  prepare 115 

COME  THOU  ALMIGHTY  KING 98 

Come  thou  fount  of  every  blessing 117 

Ct)ME  TO  (CALVARY'S  MOUNTAIN....    II 

COME  TO-DAY 19 

COME  TO  ME 62 

COME  YE  CHILDREN   AND  ADORE 

HIM .V. 

Come  ye  that  love  the  Lord HI 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy 19 

CORONATION 104 

CROSS  BEARING 20 

CROSSING  OYER 40 

DARK  IS  THE  NIGHT Sfi 

Daughter  of  Zion,  awake 90 

DEI' III  OF  :mi;ucy 120 

DEWS  OF  THE  NIGHT 14 

DUKE  STREET 103 

Enthroned  is  Jesus  now 13 

EStVM'E  TO  THE  MOUNTAIN .54 

EVENING   HYMN .51 

EVENING  SHADOWS 6fi 

EVER  TO  TH  E  RIGHT 10 

Every  thing  both  great  and  small 49 

Except  the  Lord  our  labors  bless 103 

FAR,  FAR  AWAY .34 

Far  from  these  .scenes  of  night 112 

Father,  I  stretch  my  hands 49 

Fatlier  (if  mercies,  in  thy  word lOS 

For  Jesus  we  an-  soldiers 64 

FRO.M    ALL  THAT  DWELL  BELOW 

THE  SKIES.. >*3 

From  every  stormy  wind 102 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains 118 

Gather  the  cherished  ones 23 

Gently  Lord,  oh  gently 73 

GERAR 110 

GIVE,  CHEEIIFULLY  GIVE 63 

Give  me  tlie  wings  of  faith 30 

Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken 52 


GOD  CARES  FOR  ME 33 

GOD  IS  EVER  GOOD ;! 

Go  thou  in  life's 7 

Go  whrn  the  morning  sliineth 119 

Go  work  in  my  vineyard 50 

Go  ye  messengers  of  God 114 

Grace. 't  is  a  charming  sound 112 

GUIDE 9ft 

HALLOWING  FLAME 112 

HARWELL 1 17 

Hasten,  Lord,  the  glorious  time 115 

Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise 11.5 

Head  of  the  Church  tiiumphaut 121 

HEAR  THE  ANGELS IS 

Heavenly  Father,  giant  tliy  blessing 116 

HEAVENLY  JIANSIONS 75 

HEAVENLY  SHORE.". 112 

HEBRON 102 

HENDON 114 

HERALD  AN(iELS 44 

HOLD  THE  LIGHT  UP  HIGHER 16 

Holy  angels  in  their  flight 48 

Holv  Hihl.',  Book  divine 114 

IIolv  Spirit,  faithful  (5uide 96 

HOME  OK  rilE  SOUL 122 

HOME.  SWEET  HOME 101 

IIORTON 115 

How  beauteous  are  their  feet 80 

HOW       BEAUTIFUL       UPON      THE 

MOUNTAINS 80 

How  firm  a  foundation 100 

How  liaiipy  every  child 107 

How  shall  the  young  secure 108 

How  sweet  is  the  Sabbath .58 

Ilow  sweetly  flowed 103 

If  you  can  not  preach 37 

I  have  entered  tlie  valley 27 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus 107 

I  hear  the  Savior  say 84 

I  know  not  whether  dark 62 

I  LAY  MY  SINS  ON  JESUS 69 

I  LONG  TO  BEHOLD  IIIM 43 

I  love  the  Sabbath-school 107 

I  LOVJfi  THE  SAVIOR M 
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I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord HI 

I  'ni  a  lonely  traveler  here 29 

I 'm  not  asliauied  to  own lO-i 

1  'ni  trying  to  climb 123 

In  his  vineyard,  Christ 7 

Jn  seasons  of  grief 89 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory 117 

In  the  furrows  of  thy  life il...    44 

IT  SHINETH  ON  THE  GKAVE 77 

IVES lln 

I  want  to  be  like  Jesus 119 

I  WILL  SING  pt)K  JESUS 121 

I^will  sing  you  a  song 122 

I  would  not  live  alway 101 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  homo 67 

JESUS  GIVES  ME  ALL 49 

Jesus  high  in  glory 79 

Jesus,  immortal  Kiiis,  arise infi 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken 116 

JESUS  IS  OUR  SHEPHERD 57 

Jesus,  lover  of  mv  soul 114 

JESUS  OF  NAZARETH  PASSETU  BY.    .^S 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er KB 

JESUS  WILL  CARRY  YOU  THROUGH     12 

Jesus,  who  on  Calvary's  mountain 3fi 

JORDAN'S  BANKS fi7 

Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord 106 

Just  as  I  am 1112 

Just  as  thou  art -. 103 

KEEP  ON  PRAYING 56 

LABAN 110 

LAMB  OF  CALVARY 97 

Land  ahead!  its  fruits 65 

Ll-VD  A  LISTENING  EAR 79 

LENOX  113 

Let  children  proclaim 9 

LET  ME  COME 79 

Let  party  names  no  more Ho 

LET  THE  SABBATH  DAY  BE  BLEST.    64 

LET  US  HICLP  EACH  OTHER as 

Li."  is  a  span lO.S 

LIl'TLE  PILGRIMS 71 

Little  schoolmates,  can  you  tell 45 

LONELY  TRAVELER 29 

Long  my  spirit  pined .56 

LORD  AND  SAVIOR,  HEAR  US 32 

Lord,  help  us  as  we  sing Ill 

Lord,  how  secure  and  blest 103 

Lord,  I  approach  the  mercy-seat ^7 

Lord,  in  the  morning 105 


Lo!  the  Gospel  Ship  is  sailing 74 

LOVE  DIVINE 25 

LOVING  HIM,   WHO  FIRST  LOVED 

ME 8.5 

Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned lOS 

MAKE  HASTE  TO  LIVE 41 

Many  souls  on  life's  dark  ocean 16 

MARTYN 114 

MEET  AGAIN 59 

'Mid  scenes  of  confusion 101 

MISSIONARY  HYMN lis 

MOKE  1>1KE  JESUS .s4 

Mortals  awake  !  with  angels  join 42 

Must  .lesus  bear  the  cross  alone 9 

My  country,  't  is  of  thee 97 

My  days  are  gliding 124 

iMy  faith  looks  up  to  thee 97 

Mv  latest  sun  is  sinking  fast 124 

MY  SAVIOR  AND  FRIEND 72 

BIy  Savior,  my  almighty  Friend 68 

My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard 110 

Nearer,  mv  God,  to  thee 125  | 

NETTLETON 117 

NO  BOOK  LIKE  THE  BIBLE .-52 

Now  be  the  Gospel  banner 47  I 

Now  is  past  the  time  of  teaching lo'i  j 

Kow  the  golden  beams  of  day 51  I 


Of  Him  who  did  salvation  bring 

Oh  do  not  be  discouraged 

Oh  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 

Oh  for  a  thousand  tongues 

Oh  for  the  death  of  those 

Oh  had  I  wines  like  a  dove 

Oh  hast  thou  ne'er  heard 

Oh  how  happy  are  they 

Oh  let  us  still  proceed 

O  Lord,  thy  work  revive 

Oh  my  soul,  what  means 

OH  REFRESH  US 

Oh  sing  to  me  of  heaven 

OH  SAY.  SHALL  WE  MEET  YOU  ALL 

THERE 

Oh  thou  God  of  my  salvation 

Oh  who  hath  blessed 

Oh  who  in  such  a  world 

One  by  one  the  bonds  are  severed 

One  there  is  above  all  others 

tinly  waiting  till  the  shadows 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks 

On  the  mountain  top  appearing 
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On  this  holy  Sabbatli  morn 76 

Onward,  onward,  band  victorious 117 

URON ii'o 

ORTONVILLE ifts 

OUR  CHERISHED  ONES 23 

Onr  Fatler.  wlio  art  in  heaven 122 

OUR  K  1  NG \, 

OUR  PLEASANT  SUNDAY-S(.'HOOL...     17 

Our  Savior  bids  us  follow  him 20 

Out  on  an  ocean  all  boundless 12;^ 

PILGRIM'S  SONG .53 

PILGRIM,  WATCH  AND  PRAY 124 

PLEADING  JESUS'  NAME ^7 

PLENTY  TO  DO .W 

Poor  and  needy  though  I  be 3;^ 

PORTUGUESE   HYMN loo 

PRAISE    HIM    WITH    HEART    AND 
VOICE Ift 

Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King 113 

Remember  thy  Creator 81 

Rest  of  the  weary 72 

RETREAT 102 

RETURNING  TU  ZION 42 

Return,  O  wanil^er 108 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wingi 121 

Rock  of  Ages,  chft  for  me 12<i 

ROLL  THE  CLOUDS  AWAY 21 

Round  the  Temperance  Standard 109 

SABBATH  HOME 4 

Sad  and  weary  with  mv  longing 31 

SAFE  WITHIN  THE  VAIL tv'. 

SAILING  FOR  GLORY^ 74 

Saints  of  God!  what  glories 76 

Salvation,  oh  the  joyful  sound 105 

Savior,  breathe  an  evening  blessing 25 

Savior,  teach  me  day  by  day 8.', 

Savior,  visit  thy  plantation 117 

See  from  Zion's  sacred  mountain (1 

See  how  great  a  flame  aspires 114 

See  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd .57 

SESSIONS 1113 

See  the  shining  dew-drops 3 

Shall  we  gather  at  the  river 124 

Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation 117 

SIi'ILIAN  HYMN 109 

SILENT  NIGHT .V. 

SILOAM 108 

Sing  all  ye  ransomed 42 

Sinners,  will  .\  ou   scorn 19 

Softly  on  the  breath  of  evening I'M 
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Softly  now  the  light  of  day 114 

Soldiers  in  the  ranks  of  Jesus 26 

Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed Ill 

STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS 28 

STILL  MARCHING  ON.. fit 

ST.  THOMAS Ill 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer iL'.i 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God 1U2 

Sweet  Siibliath-school,  pliice  deiir 4 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing llli 

TALMAK llfi 

'IHK  HKAUriKUL  STKEAM  f> 

THK  KKSr  FlilKNl) 31 

TllK  t'HKTSTIAN'S  MISSION 7.S 

THE  CROSS,  THEN  THE  CROWN 9 

THK  GLORIOUS  WOULD  OF  LIGHT..     !vS 

THE  GOLDEN  STORK 44 

Th.-  G.ispel  Ship  is  sniling _.  12.5 

THE  HOLY  BOOK 110 

THE  HOLY  SABBATH  .AlOKNING 7fi 

THE  LION  OF  JUMAH 89 

THK  LORD  IS  GOD  ALONE 98 

Thp  Loril  is  mv  Shepherd Kll) 

THE  LORD'S  I'RA YEK...... 122 

Th"  morniiis  lislit  is  brraking lis 

THE  MORNING  OF  REST .« 

The  people  of  the  Lord 110 

There  is  a  fountain  tilled 107 

Tliere  is  aland  of  pure  delight 10t> 

There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest 104 


THERE  IS  A  STREAM 92 

There  's  a  crown  in  heaven 46 

THERE'S     NOT     A     BRIGHT     AND 

BEAMING  SMILE 24 

THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  ROCK fiO 

THE  STRANGER  AT  THK  DOOU 70 

THE  TREASURES  OK  HEAVEN 4fi 

THE  VALLEY  OF  BLESSING 27 

The  voice  of  free  grace 54 

The  way  is  dark  before  nie 21 

Thus  far  the  Lord  hath  led 102 

'T  is  sweet  to  trust  in  Jesus... 47 

Toil  on,  teachers,  toil  on,  boldlv 116 

TOP  LADY 120 

Tossing  on  the  billow 17 

To  thee.  O  blessed  Savior IIS 

TO  THEE.  O  LORD.  TO  THEE 68 

TRUNDLE-BED  SONG 94 

TRUST 62 

TRUSTING  IN  JESUS 47 

'T  was  Jesus,  my  Savior S'J 

VARINA 106 

WATCHER 119 

Watrhmau.  tell  us  of  the  night 22 

WEBB 1L8 

WE  HEAR  THY  GENTLE  VOICE 81 

Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest 110 


We  'II  not  give  np  the  Bible 119 

WE  'LL  PRAISE  THE  LORD 92 

WE'LL  WORK  UNTIL  WE  DIE 1» 

We  love  to  meet  together 17 

We  're  lookioa  unto  Jesus 18 

WE  SHALL  BE  SATISFIED  BY-AND- 

BY 13 

WE    SHALL    JIEET    NO    MORE   TO 

SEVER 91 

We  've  listeii  in  a  holv  War 123 

WHAT  CAN  I  DO  WITHOUT  JESUS...      6 

What  means  this  eager .'iS 

WHAT  OF  THE  NIGHT 22 

When  all  thy  mercies 10» 

When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 119 

When  the  morning  light... 61 

When  to  thie  who  hast  thy  dwelling 32 

Where  do  yon  journey 12.'! 

Whither,  pilgrims,  are  you  going :>.'? 

Who  are  these  in  bright  array 115 

Why  stand  ye  all  the  day  idle .'57 

With  joy  we  hail  the  sacred  day 106 

WOODLAND 101 

WORK,  WORK  TO-DAY 7 

Yield  not  to  temptation 12 

ZION 109 

ZION,  CITY  OF  OUR  GOD 52 

Ziou  stands  with  hills 109 


A  CLASSIFIED  INDEX  TO  SOME  OF  THE  HYMNS. 


Christian  Activity,  8,  9,  IS,  20,  26,  49,  64,  78, 

111,  12.5. 
Exhortation  to  Duty,  7,  10,  12,  16,  28,  .■57,  38, 

41,  44,  .50. 
Heaven,  13,  24,  34,  40,  46,  65,  75,  76,  88,  91,  101. 
Hour  of  Prayer,  2.5,  32,  50,  102,  105,  lil,  112, 

114,  etc. 


Invitation,  5,  11,  14,  19,  .%,  62,  70,  81,  10.S,  115. 
Lite's  Pilgrimage,  29,  30,  42,  53,  57,  66,  67,  68, 

71,  73,  82,  86,  101. 
Jlissioiis  and  Gospel  Triumphs,  22,  47,  63,  80, 

10.3,  lOrt,  etc. 
Praising  the  Savior,  31,  38,  43,  54,  63,  72,  85, 

89,  104. 


ThoChurch,.52,90,lfl8,109, 110,  lll,n,';,n7,118. 
The  Holy  Day  and  Book,  32,  5S,  93,  102,  106, 

lOS,  110,  114,  119. 
Trouble  and  Sorrow,  21,  ,59,  73,  77,  89,  96,  100, 

102,  108,  etc. 
Trusting  in  Jesus,  17,  23,  27,  47,  60,  62,  79, 

81.  87,  97. 


I 


\(  All  , 


mg:ng 

Ea:h  Soig  a  Ctem  and  Norsr  P'Sfore  Pubiislifd. 

Ihsif^md  w  Zifl  K5(?ti  u'iiA  o^/icr  hrtflen.  and  tjH  v  vom  ■ 
fHete   w'jrk  of  xiM  I  four  ,-•«  ft-s,  he'ainifullu  i/lualratefl, 

dimJ4d  as  foiipwi.  '  . 

For  thi  ISFANT  CLASS- Zv'i'f'yCJui  .'r.v<ruclii> 

S'or  tbJ  ¥01ITHPL'L— '>«r<-,'i»<i;  11^  i'ure. 

ForTEA-r«(El{S\  ilimKEBS--.lf«Wics>-,(S;'««*«it. 

WIN'TJiiK,: 

)  r  -I  .>,,       -        -       $15  .jOaf  iCyj. 


-o-o-o-o-o-o 


Fceshj  Leaves.    T.  C.  O'Kane.    s^    ,. 

each  •  jf  30  per  100. 

Klevf  ?taci^anrdl  Stdgep. .  Philip  Phij.- 
ups.    60  ctb.  each  ;  540  per  loo. 

TEti©   §i(lffi»t  PifgCrtW,    Philip  Phil- 
lips.    50  ct ).  eacii ;  fss  per  100. 

5I)riisrcafl    LftaApeS,      Philip    Phillips. 
40  CIS.  eacJi;  ^30  per  100. 


GATHERED  FOR    THS  l:^ 

SABBATH-SCHOOuS. 


P'fter>?ro  aiitdl  LetveS— Bound  Togetref- 
75  cts.  each  •  ^65  per  joo. 


Standard  Singer  in  one.     $1.25. 

Kevp  Mai!!l!(»W©dl  S<?ii»g?S.  Philip  Pkil- 
I  IPS.  Frayer-meethigs,  Y.  aM.  C.  Asao- 
ciations.     75  cts.  each ;  $50  per  100. 


Hymns  full  0/ Spriritita^iiy  "-   ■■. 

Beivuty. 

Music  Devotional,  hut  not  yi  „„,  ,  .^^  ..r. 
ited,  but  not  t\ifiing. 

Words  attd  Music  adapted  to  each  ot/ier. 
Leave's,  Pifgrim,  and    and io  ever^' occasi^>n. 


\i 


111- 


I 'S  Packs.  Stif?  Cover.  FrentLY  Boune 

S5  ots.  per  Single  Copy. 

.30  ots.  each,  per  Dozen  or  Hundred. 

A  Literal  Eiscount  laade  to  the  Trade,  and  kll  otd;rB  promptly  filled  tf  PHILIP  PHJIiIiIPS 
^"~:K  fc  V.'iLDSH.  0.u-:iiaati,  Chicago,  aud  St.  Ii07.h;    T.  C.  O'ZANS,  Delaware,  C. 


k 


Best  \V«M'li«»ieei't,  tMi-vl  <iHE*  o<'»*i«« 
Best  -  -L.-tten.  ii*i- 

No   Second-  '''f/.v.t    Vovli 
by  the  Wu:-infaciitvcrA. 

'  ■>>  -The  Smith  Amerrcai.  Orgar. 


-r'CJ^It'ITO) 


7;^  ;l'(5«^   Tt/.f/i   io  get  iJ^  Best   ( 
jjr  yonr  Sab^MtiiSchool,  Cku. 


1-or  a 
JJst,  send  ; 

Delaware,  Ohic, 


